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Chapter I 


HUMANS ON THE MOUNTAIN 


“Silence, everyone! Silence!” insisted Bernard. 


The animals of Dominion Mountain slowly settled into their places. 
Comfort was a concern, as sometimes these meetings continued late into 
the night. A soft mumbling swept through the arena. 


Autumn was always a favorite time to gather for these animals. The 
forest inhabitants welcomed a recess from the tasks of preparing for 
winter. As could be expected, conversations delayed the start of the 
meeting. No one was particularly anxious to leave the grounds and return 
to fall chores. 


Winter was the most common topic of conversation. The animals 
ignored the old saying that “only a newcomer or a fool predicts the 
winter”. As usual, everyone forecasted a long, severe forthcoming season. 


Autumn's familiar colors contrasted with the already white peaks of 
surrounding mountains. A large sloping meadow, still lush from the 
summer rains, encompassed the eastern side of the arena and, to the south, 
enormous cedar trees formed a half circle around the gathering. 


As it was, the purpose of the meeting was not to enjoy the colorful 
Indian Summer, nor was it to discuss winter forecasts. Intruders had 
invaded their mountain and important decisions needed to be made. 


Oliver was the presiding chairman. The barn owl was well thought of 
by his peers but often relied upon his best friend Bernard for authoritarian 
action. Bernard was highly respected by the animals, probably due to the 
large brown bear's size. 


The owl impatiently waited for the animals to finish their 
conversations. After several minutes of greetings and gossip, Bernard 
signaled Oliver to begin. The gavel sounded and the meeting was called to 


order. The owl was about to explain the purpose of the gathering when a 
plump little mouse raised her arm. Oliver acknowledged the angry rodent. 


“IT say scare them out!” she shouted. “Humans only cause problems. 
You mark my words! Before you know it, Dominion Mountain will be all 
concrete and fast food restaurants and parking lots! We must get rid of 
them!” 


The animals mumbled in agreement and Bernard stood up. 
“Silence!” the bear bellowed. 
Most of the animals complied, giving Oliver their full concentration. 


“Now then, let us continue this discussion. As acting chairman I need 
a formal idea made into a motion. Does anyone have a suggestion as to just 
how we can frighten the humans off our mountain?” 


Several paws, wings and hooves were raised. However, the mouse, 
who had plenty more to say about the humans, decided to speak her mind 
without recognition. 


“My idea, Oliver, is to nest in a kitchen drawer at the cabin. Most 
people are afraid of mice. I'm sure the thought of a whole family of mice 
living in their kitchen will send them shrieking for more civilized parts.” 


As the mouse sat down, the owl amused himself with the idea of an 
entire family running down the old country road, suitcases in hand, 
screaming for help because of a few tiny mice. 


Most of the wildlife had never dealt with humans before, save a few 
of the elders who offered gruesome tales of hunting seasons and guns and 
whatnot. Nevertheless, the decision to rid Dominion Mountain of people 
was unanimous. The two adults and the two children would just have to 
leave the old cabin. That's all there was to it. 


“Very well, then,” pronounced Oliver, “all in favor of Martha nesting 
in a kitchen drawer at the old cabin say ‘Aye’.” 


Martha and several others eagerly cast their approval with “Ayes”, 
“Cools” and “Go for its”. However, the majority of the animals continued 
conversing until Oliver's gavel sounded again. 


“Good! It's settled then. Martha, we're giving you the task of ‘human 
riddance’. You'll do well! I just know it!” 


The owl hesitated and then flew to the stump where Martha was 
seated. He put his wing on her shoulder, as though he were sending a 
comrade to battle. 


“Good luck, my dear,” he said. 


Martha offered a modest smile. Oliver stood at her side for a moment 
and then returned to the podium to bang his gavel once more. 


“This meeting is ended!” the owl declared. 


Most of the animals objected. They insisted on discussing other ideas 
and eating the mounds of food they had packed in. No one was really 
anxious to return to his fall routine. But the animals' objections were to no 
avail; Oliver had already flown in the direction of his home, and Martha 
had hurried off to prepare for her first adventure with humans. After a few 
opinions were voiced, the animals gave up on the idea of a lengthy 
meeting and slowly returned to their respective homes. 


Martha immediately began her search for volunteer cohorts. Within 
an hour she had convinced several tiny mice to assist her in her nest caper. 
By early afternoon, the party of five had discussed and rehearsed their plan 
to frighten the humans. “Project 009”, as they called it, would soon go into 
action. 


As Martha had anticipated, the humans left the cabin around 1:00 PM 
for their daily exploration of the mountain. The five mice watched as the 
adults and children vacated the premises with backpacks, walking sticks 
and sack lunches. 


Without wasting a moment, the mice then moved into the old cabin. 
Martha hastily constructed a nest in the top drawer, while the others 
watched in amazement. They all then snuggled into their new home. 


Suddenly, one thought he heard voices. 


“Couldn't be,” responded Martha. humans are usually gone on their 
silly hikes for hours. 


The rodents perked their litthe ears. This time they heard the 
unmistakable sound of human voices. A light rainfall drumming on the 
roof of the cabin solved the mystery. The weather had interrupted the hike 
and, by the sounds of things, people were now in the kitchen. 


“Rats!” Martha said aloud. 


Just then the drawer opened. Martha and her friends froze in fear. 
Their minds went blank. The great plan of escape vanished from their 
heads. Martha was sure her day of death had arrived. To make matters 
worse, her friends would go with her. She began crying. 


The mice held each other until their knuckles were white. They could 
feel the drawer moving. Would the humans use poison? Or cats? Or, 
perhaps, a quick blow on the back of the neck? Their heads danced with 
grueling thoughts. 


Time passed very slowly for the five mice in the drawer. To those 
frightened little rodents, 30 years had folded before they had found 
themselves out of danger. 


The mice were lifted from the drawer and taken outside. Martha ran 
frantically in circles, screaming as she did so. The others made their exits 
in four different directions, wondering if this were all really happening. 
Martha then rushed toward the upper meadow near her home. By the time 
she reached the edge of the grass land, the frightened mouse had collected 
her thoughts. 


She would have to organize another meeting very quickly. She 
searched the area for a bird willing to deliver a message to the others. 
Within moments she located a raven near her nest who agreed to inform 
the Dominion wildlife. As the raven ascended, a tired but relieved little 
mouse waddled into her nest. All Martha wanted to do was nuzzle into her 
home and eat. Her appetite always increased during stressful times, and the 
adventure at the cabin made her feel famished. She had an uncontrollable 
desire to eat all her winter gatherings, and she did so. Martha proceeded to 
consume all her pine seeds, grains, elderberries, walnuts, honey and apples 
which she had stored away for the oncoming season. 


The next few hours brought a dismal rain to the mountain and a very 
bad stomach ache to Martha. The sound of water trickling down through 
the rocks annoyed the uncomfortable mouse. She nervously paced the floor 
awaiting the raven's return. Finally, after what seemed an eternity, the 
messenger bird had arrived with news that a meeting was about to begin. 


Martha then climbed the rocks and moved her tired body toward the 
meeting arena. She crossed the cattle pasture and entered the wooded 
forest. All the while the defeated mouse searched her mind for an 
explanation to offer her friends. 


The meeting had already begun when Martha arrived. As the animals 
noticed her approach, chattering ceased, and all eyes were upon the 
nervous mouse. Martha smiled insecurely as she collected her breath and 
thoughts. 

“I suppose you're all wondering what happened,” she began. “Well, 
I'll admit I was a bit scared and for good reason! When the drawer opened 
the humans began swinging at us with huge knives and weapons. Well, 
naturally, I had to defend my friends; so I dodged their futile attempts, 
showed my teeth and bit and scratched. I got one of the humans pretty 
good, but the others fled to another room.” 


No one was more impressed with Martha's story than Martha. 
“Then,” she said, “I —” 

“Martha?” interrupted the owl. 

“All of a sudden —” she continued. 

“Martha!” insisted Oliver. 


The plump little mouse halted her story and smiled innocently at the 
chairman. 


The owl continued, “Martha, dear, we are now discussing our next 
plan. You did fine, just fine, but we have already come to the conclusion 
that these humans are not afraid of mice.” 


Martha sat down feeling rather embarrassed. She was terribly hungry 
again. 


“How ‘bout usin' coyotes?” came a suggestion from a badger. 
“Naw, the winter will get rid of them, “ offered a deer. 


“Let's go with bigger rodents,” added Martha. “We should send a few 
pack rats into the cabin! No human can tolerate the site of a rat.” 


Soon, each animal offered ideas for vacating the old cabin. Many of 
the discussions turned into arguments. By late evening, no decision had 


been reached, and the animals grew weary. Most of them were losing 
interest in solving the problem. Following a suggestion from a raccoon, 
Oliver decided to postpone the meeting. He was about to bang his gavel 
for the final time that evening when a low, distinctive voice came from the 
trees. 


“Perhaps the humans have no intention of harming you.” 


Discussions stopped, and heads turned toward the timber. The voice 
carried a magical tone. Each creature strained to see who and what was 
behind the trees, but the shape from which the voice traveled was hard to 
distinguish. The animals did see a kind of glow which outlined a large 
bear-like shape. Even the owl, whose specialty was after-dark-vision, 
could not make out the form. The chairman cleared his throat. 


“Ahem, you, sir? Are you a member of this forest? I'm sorry, but I 
can't quite see you. Are you a bear or perhaps a —” 


“What I am does not matter,” answered the voice. The soft rhythmical 
speech held the attention of everyone. 


“If given time,” the voice continued, “you will find the humans to be 
fair and just. They seek to live in nature rather than making nature adjust to 
them. I have observed their ways, and I urge you to wait before passing 
judgment.” 


As the animals listened to the entrancing voice, they saw that the 
glow from the bear-like shape began to fade. Soon, the sound also 
dwindled into the fall-chilled air. The animals were left in a hypnotic state. 


The owl thought of disrupting the mood by adjourning the meeting, 
but he could not break the trance. Quietly, one by one, the wildlife of 
Dominion Mountain left the arena. 


Chapter II 


J. PAUL MUSKRAT Ill 


Stormy weather passed over the mountain bringing three days of dark 
clouds, wind and showers. A bright, sunny week followed, enabling the 
animals to continue winter preparations. 


Martha was particularly busy restocking her entire food supply. The 
burden was depressing. To add to her tribulations, the mouse felt she had 
failed her friends with the fiasco at the cabin. The words of the mystical 
voice stayed with her for a time, but as the days passed, Martha again 
decided something had to be done about the intruders. 


She knew another meeting was not possible. “The Voice” had 
convinced her friends to wait before passing judgment. Thus, the 
responsibility of "human riddance" was solely Martha's. She had to find 
help. 


The hungry and disheartened mouse strolled through the woods. She 
approached the run-off stream near the edge of the national forest where 
she decided to look for food. After several futile searches, Martha gave up 
her quest. She sat down to have a good cry. 


Suddenly, she heard a rumbling in the bushes behind her. 
“Eh, Martha, what's up?” came a familiar voice. 


The mouse whirled around to see J. Paul Muskrat III. Rat, as his 
friends called him, was a favorite of Martha's. The muskrat's smile 
penetrated her sorrow. His smooth, dark coat and sparkling brown eyes 
pronounced his forest-famous grin. Martha felt better immediately. 
Perhaps the muskrat would help her. 


“Why, hello, Rat,” she said with an innocent smile. “How nice to see 
you. Gee, it's been a long time. You're looking as handsome as ever. Didn't 


see you at the meetings last week. The forest get-togethers just aren't the 
Same without you, Rat.” 


Martha batted her eyelashes, and Rat gave her a modest smile. 


“Well, I don't go much for those meetings, Martha. Never. have been 
a politician. What were the assemblies all about anyway?” 


Martha clasped her little paws to her bosom. 


“Oh, Rat,” she sighed, “it was just awful.” Tears just gushed from her 
oval, brown eyes. 


“Hey, Martha, don't cry. It can't be all that bad. You just sit down 
beside ole Rat and tell him what happened.” 


Martha forced a few more tears for the effect. She related her horrible 
escapade in the kitchen drawer, adding much drama to the story. She 
omitted “The Voice's” part in her experience while explaining that the 
other animals would no longer help. The muskrat listened with 
compassion. When the mouse finished her story, Rat volunteered to help in 
any way he could. 


“Well,” said Martha, “I suppose there is something you could do, that 
is, if it wouldn't be any trouble.” The plump little mouse continued to bat 
her eyelashes until Rat finally asked if something was in her eye. 


“T think it's just my nerves, Rat,” she answered. “What with the awful 
experience I've been through, I'm a total wreck.” 


Rat patted Martha's shoulder. 


“There, there, Martha,” he consoled. “Everything will be okay. Just be 
thankful you are alive and well. You were able to fight off those humans, 
even if it was without the help of the others.” 


Martha rested her head in her paws. 


“That's true, Rat. I should be thankful. It's just that I'm so worried 
about what those humans will do. If they would harm poor, defenseless 
mice, who knows what they'll try next?” 


Rat looked directly into Martha's eyes. 
“You said I could help. Tell me how.” 


“T think you should move into the cabin, Rat, upstairs in the attic. A 
muskrat sharing living quarters with a human should do the trick. Will you 
do it, Rat? Oh, please? I would be so grateful. And I would feel safe and 
secure just knowing you have charge of this predicament. Pleeeeease?” 

Rat looked away into the trees in thought. 

“Boy, Martha, I don't know. What if the —?” 


The muskrat glanced back at the mouse. The disappointment in her 
face was more than he could stand. “Okay, I'll do it!” he declared. “But, on 
one condition —” 


“Anything, Rat! Just name it!” exclaimed Martha. 

“My condition is that you go home, relax and don't worry.” 
The mouse held out her paw to shake. 

“Tt's agreed!” she proclaimed. “Thank you, friend.” 


The two animals shook paws. Martha then returned to her home 
feeling assured that Rat was the one who could evict the humans. 


As the weeks passed, however, the mouse grew uncertain and 
impatient. She had not heard from the muskrat. The other animals assumed 
he had been poisoned or trapped. 


At long last, on a chilly day in mid-November, Martha received a 
thick, brown envelope. She recognized Rat's paw-writing, opened the 
package and examined the contents. Fastened to a number of pages she 
found a note: 


Martha, 


I regret that you will not approve of my stay at the cabin. I 
kept a journal which I would like you to read in hopes that 
you might someday understand my reasons for doing what I 
have to do. We will meet again. You are a good friend and 


the sweetest mouse I have ever known. Take care of yourself 
and have a warm winter. 


Love, 
Rat 


Martha skimmed the note twice and then proceeded to read Rat's 
journal: 


Sept. 24th 
Dear Diary, 


I have moved my entire body and soul into a cabin. “Ah,” 
you say, “what's the big deal about a cabin?” Well, dearest 
Diary, I, J. Paul Muskrat II, better known as Rat, have 
moved into The Cabin. I am here to occupy the attic, and 
therefore, I will drop suggestions to the occupants of the first 
floor, wherein they will migrate elsewhere. Fame is certain 
for me. I'll get myself business cards and become a private 
eye. I can see it now: “Rat the third, Private Eye”. Well, back 
to work, Diary. I have a nest to build, exploring to do and 
food to “borrow”. Naturally, I'll keep you informed as to the 
events here on the front. After all, I'll probably be publishing 
my memoirs someday, and this ought to be good material. 


Over and out! 
Martha chuckled as she continued to read the diary: 


Sept. 26th 
D.D. 


Cats! The humans brought in huge, stupid cats! Last night I 
barely escaped their feline claws by fitting through a crack 
near the kitchen window. 


Once I was outside, I again felt safe. That is, till my eyes 
beheld the strangest "thing" I have ever seen. Peering 
through the window was a creature looking much like a cross 
between a bear, ape and man. He had a glow which outlined 
his huge body. When he saw me I ran like the dickens and 
hid in the shed until morning. He called out, “Wait, I mean 
no harm!” but I wasn't about to find out if his words were 
sincere. Somethin' funny is going on here. I can feel it. Well, 
maybe the cabin occupants will leave soon and take those 
dumb cats with them. 


Over and out! 
Martha was fascinated. She quickly thumbed to the next page: 


Oct.3rd 
Diary, 


Well, no more encounters with that creature. Perhaps I 
imagined the whole thing. That must be it. I haven't written 
lately because I've been busy thinking. Livin' at the cabin 
doesn't feel right for me. It's weird. I kind of like these 
humans. Yes, their ways are strange, but they don't mean any 
harm. I feel guilty about my mission here. I guess I'll stick 
with it for a while longer: but, either I'm changing, or being a 
private eye isn't what it's cracked up to be. 


Over and Out! 
Me. 


The mouse found herself confused with the Rat's words. She thought 
for a moment, reread Rat's entry of October 3rd and continued: 


To the only one who listens to my thoughts: The humans are 
bringing in more animals. Sometimes I think they would 
feed the entire forest if they could. Personally, I like most of 
the domestic animals except, of course, the cats. If they had 
their way, I'd be a midnight snack! Each day I'm more unsure 
about my home. It's not so much the cats that bother me as it 
is me that bothers me. Martha wouldn't understand my 
doubts. I just don't know anymore. 


Martha read on in disgust: 


Nov. 1st 
Hello Diary! 


November 1st already. I don't know where the time has gone. 
I've made some good friends in the last couple of months, 
though. Many of the domestic animals are into music — just 
like me. We've had some great jam sessions. Harriet, one of 
the geese, is a terrific vocalist. You should hear her do 
"Stormy Monday". Wow! I don't know how Martha is going 
to feel about all of this. I've decided that Dominion has room 
for these folks and their animals. Poor Martha. I can't tell 
anyone but you how I feel, Diary. But I need to contact 
Martha soon. She probably thinks I've forgotten her. What 
can I say? How do I get into these messes anyway? All I 
want to do is play music. I hate to see anybody bummed. 


I'd better sign off for now. Maybe next time I write, I'll have 
figured out an answer. 


Nov. 9th 
Hi Diary! 


Sure enough! The answer arrived today. I just got a letter 


from my cousin, Rug. He's the one I've told you about in 
South Beaverton. Rug tells me he's putting together a rock 
group and they need a guitar player. I think I'll head south for 
the winter and be a professional musician. Next time I write 
in this journal I'll be a rich rock star! My next problem is 
what to tell Martha. I've pretty much explained it in this 
diary, haven't I? Maybe I'll just give her this journal. That 
way she can understand everything involved. 


And so, dearest Martha, there you have it. I'm sorry if 
you feel I have failed. You needn't worry about the humans. 
All is well; you just don't realize it. 


The angry mouse threw Rat's journal against the rocks. “How dare 
he?” she shouted. 


Chapter III 


THE WOUNDED BEAR 


Day pushed its way over the eastern hills. A red glow from the sun 
gradually suggested that the chill of night vanish from the mountain 
forever. The domestic animals were unusually quiet this morn. 


In the distance a dull hum traveled through the air. Slowly, the sound 
increased until two dogs, who were faithfully guarding the cabin, began to 
bark. A vehicle was approaching. 


The canines ran down the old country road to greet the visitors. 


The homesteaders watched in the direction of the driveway. Within 
minutes, an older pickup truck carrying two young men and a load of 
camping supplies neared the cabin. A display of guns was mounted behind 
the seat. 


“That's right,” observed Peter Michaels from the cabin, “It's hunting 
season. We'll probably see lots of hunters in the next few weeks. Better 
dress the children in bright colors.” 


The old pickup stopped just below the cabin. One of the young men 
walked slowly and cautiously toward the cabin, eyeing the dogs 
suspiciously. Mr. Michaels opened the door. 

“May I help you?” 


“Yes, sir! I hope so, that is,” answered the young man, smiling as best 
he could. “I'm lookin' for some hounds. Shot a bear a few miles from here, 
and he got away. We heard somebody was livin' in this old cabin and 
thought you might have hounds.” 


“No,” answered Mr. Michaels, “we have no hounds. Sorry.” 


The young man smiled nervously. 


“Okay, thanks anyway. Guess we'll head back to town. I think ole 
Harvey Gilmore still has hounds. You folks have a good day now.” 


The hunter waved and hurried back to his truck. Soon, the only 
evidence of visitors was a dusty cloud settling on the road. 


The morning and afternoon that followed were strangely quiet. Life 
on Dominion saw neither hunters nor a wounded bear. Still, an uneasy 
feeling hovered in the air. By evening the tenseness had grown. 


For the Michaels family, the end of the day meant evening chores. 
Hungry animals, milk-filled udders and preparation for nightfall 
summoned the homesteaders out-of-doors. 


A cold, gusty wind swept in from the eastern hills. The animals were 
anxious to be bedded down and receive their evening allotment of hay. 


Peter Michaels zipped his own jacket. He faced the easterly winds 
and challenged the elements to pierce his clothing. The human stood in 
thought then took a moment to watch the animals. They seemed unusually 
tense as they awaited their feed. A coyote howled in the distance as if to 
prophesy a fated event. 


Inside the barn, Mrs. Michaels rushed through her share of the chores. 
Her thoughts wandered from UFO's to a dentist appointment on Monday. 
She cautiously climbed the old ladder to the hay loft, questioning its 
stability. Upon reaching the top rung she gasped as she eyed a pool of 
blood rapidly soaking into the alfalfa. Her eyes quickly moved across the 
hay. In the darkened corner she observed a glow of light surrounding a 
man-ape-bear creature. 


“Pete! Come quickly!” 


The emergency of her tone brought her husband to the loft in seconds. 
They both stood on the top rung of the ladder and watched the strange 
being. The humans were entranced by the creature. After some time of 
study, the Michaels then crawled toward the wounded animal. 


The man-ape-bear being was oblivious to their presence. He appeared 
to be dealing with his pain by using some sort of chant. Mr. Michaels 
spoke, but the creature did not hear. The strange animal then lost 
consciousness. 


When the creature awoke he found himself placed on a bed inside the 
cabin. His arm and shoulder were bandaged. A heavy, brightly-colored 
quilt lay over his massive body while extra pillows were buried beneath 
his wounded arm. He heard muffled voices from another room. 


“T don't think my bandages and herbal medicines are enough. Maybe 
we should call a vet. He hasn't come to yet, and I'm very worried.” 


“No, the last thing we should do is call a vet. If this is Bigfoot or 
some other missing link, every scientist in the world will be poking, 
examining and testing him into a misery far worse than a bullet removed 
from his arm. We'll have to think of something else.” 


“T'm awake now. Please do not call in others.” 


The creature's smooth baritone voice carried into the living room 
where the Michaels were sitting. They rushed into the bedroom. 


“I am sorry to have caused you worry, humans. permit me to thank 
you for your hospitality. You have been most kind. Please accept my 
apologies for the inconveniences I have caused. I shall be on my way 
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now. 


The Michaels stared at the creature in amazement. Verbal 
communication was the last thing they expected. As the wounded guest 
pulled himself away from the bed, Mrs. Michaels regained her composure. 


“Oh, no, you don't,” she said as she assisted the now light-headed 
patient back onto the mattress. “You're not well enough to travel anywhere. 
I won't allow you to go running around these woods with hounds chasing 
you and who knows what all. You'll be comfortable and safe here. We 
removed the bullet, but I am afraid much of your muscle was torn. What 
do you eat? I shall fetch it.” 


The creature smiled in gratitude. 


“T am fine, thank you. Your offer is appreciated. However, as I am 
sure you have noticed, I differ from what you know. Fuel for my body is 
not consumed through food. It is difficult to explain.” 


“Don't worry about explaining,” replied Mr. Michaels. “We'll ask you 
no questions.” 


“Thank you again, sir, “ answered the creature. “I am most indebted.” 
The guest looked through the window to the sky. “How long have I been 
here?” 


The creature listened as the Michaels told how they found him in the 
loft and doctored him for two days. He learned of hunting season and how 
he was mistaken for a bear. They discussed tales of Bigfoot and fabled 
Sasquatch. 


“You must be curious as to who I am,” replied the creature. “I do not 
know of your Bigfoot. I am... I am what you see. I have no title that you 
would recognize. I am called Seng. There are others like myself. However, 
in some respects, I very much differ from my peers. My culture teaches 
that listening is valued more than speaking. My friends utter no words at 
all. They communicate through thought and have not experienced the joys 
of sound. I believe verbal language is an art form; one which would be of 
great aid to all if we were more creative. You see words, like many earthly 
products, are misused. It is unfortunate that I can not stay and teach you 
what I know. We have much to share with each other. But it is late and I 
must return to my people. Do not worry, Mrs. Michaels. I shall not travel 
through the woods into the jaws of hounds. I will exit another way. I sense 
that we will meet again before a year is spent. By then you will have 
collected many words for thought. I speak of a book. Good-bye now and 
thank you again.” 


The Michaels intended to protest Seng's departure, but as they 
watched, the creature's image began to fade. His body first became 
transparent and then vanished into the mattress. The deep sounds and 
soothing tones of Seng's voice tapered into nothing. Within moments the 
mysterious guest was gone. The Michaels looked at each other in question. 


The young couple reviewed Seng's visit over and over, seeking an 
understanding to his words. But the encounter with the man-ape-bear could 
not be analyzed logically. 


As the following weeks unfolded, the Michaels' wonder and curiosity 
slowly changed. Inch by inch, the snow piled upon itself, and temperatures 
gradually declined into degrees below zero. To the humans, Seng had 
become a memory of the fall. 


Chapter IV 


THE WINTER CARNIVAL 


“T kid you not, goats, it's cold!” 
Most of the animals in the barn groaned at the Shetland pony's pun. 


“Oh, Rusty,” snapped Helen, “you're not very funny. If you were a 
chicken you wouldn't joke about this weather. My feet are —” 


“Helen, all you do is complain!” returned the offended horse. "There's 
a lot more of me to keep warm. If I had your scrawny little body, keeping 
warm would be pure joy.” 


“Oh, yeah?” squawked Helen. “Scrawny little body you say? You're 
just jealous that's all!” 


“Ha! Jealous? Of a chicken? I can't believe you said that!” 


“Come on, you two, stop arguing,” entered Julie, an Alpine nanny 
goat. “If anyone has a legitimate complaint about being miserable it's me. I 
think I'm pregnant with twins. Do you realize that's eight bony little legs 
kicking at me at once?” 


“Well, that's better than laying frozen eggs, Julie,” returned Helen. 


Soon, each animal joined the debate to try and convince the others 
that he or she was the most miserable. Heated discussions warmed their 
Stalls. 


Outside the shelter, forceful winds blew against the faded walls of the 
old barn. Snow continued to fall from the clouded sky as January 
announced her arrival. 


Dominion's animals waited for the winter gale to pass. All had sought 
shelter, save a Ione raven who flew the skies with ease. The bird's massive 
wings gracefully forced the strong winds around its body. 


A destined route brought the raven through a missing window into the 
second story of the barn. He ended his descent on a rafter. The bird's 
arrival went unnoticed by the domestic animals. As the raven rested, he 
listened to the complaints below him. 


“What a bunch of sissies, “ he mumbled to himself. 

Julie looked to the rafter where the raven was perched. 

“What did you say, sir?” she asked, offering the newcomer a smile. 
The condescending raven sneered. 


“Don't call me ‘sir’, and I said, ‘what a bunch of sissies’. Can't take a 
little cold weather, eh, sister?” 


Julie straightened her body and threw her horns back. 


“T am fortunate not to be your sister, and it appears we've done just 
fine this winter. We were just chatting; that's all. This conversation, which 
you so rudely interrupted, clears the air when we are all closed in like 
this.” 


The black raven pierced Julie with a cold stare. 


“Well, a lot you know about winter in this nice, warm barn! You 
should travel in this weather!” 


“T can journey in any season, buster, and so can anyone in this barn. 
I'd race you cross-country right now if it weren't for my rheumatism acting 
up again.” 

The raven laughed. “Rheumatism is it? Sounds like a sissy's excuse to 
me!” 


Julie wished at that moment she could jump to the rafters, hook the 
rude raven with her horns and toss him into the national forest. 


“Okay, smarty,” she returned, “I'll race you to the lookout and back. 
How ‘bout this Saturday? Will that give you time to practice? You'll need 
tl” 


“You're on, sister! Saturday at the upper meadow, say 10:00 a.m.? Be 
there if you want to lose a race! Ha! A nanny goat racing me!” 


The raven was preparing for his takeoff when the Shetland pony 
called out. 


“Wait a minute! That gives me an idea! Let's all have a sports event. 
We'll include everyone who wants to participate. A winter carnival!” 


“Well, as much as I hate to admit it, that pint-sized horse has himself 
a good idea,” said the raven. “Tell you what. I'll handle the details and get 
back to you. See ya later, sissies!” 


The raven hurriedly made his exit. 


By the end of the week, all animals who were not hibernating knew of 
Dominion's First Annual Winter Carnival. Fortunately, sunny skies and 
slightly warmer temperatures added to the successful turnout on Saturday. 
Spectators and participants filled the entire upper meadow. 


At exactly 10:00 AM, the rooster crowed and the Carnival began. 


The first event was the birds' cross-country competition. To Julie's 
disappointment, the animals held a separate race. She would not be able to 
compete against the raven on this day. 


Oliver took his position as officiator. 
“On your mark! Get set! Go!” 


The crowd cheered when the aviators took flight toward the lookout. 
Contestants dotted the sky. The ground animals then prepared for the 
second event. Next on the agenda was a log-rolling contest. Beavers, 
muskrats and marmots proudly marched toward the ice-cold brook. Some 
spectators followed while others moved to the opposite end of the meadow 
where squirrels and chipmunks performed acrobatics. 


As the morning rolled on, each animal had an opportunity to exhibit 
his or her abilities. The talents were awesome. Activities ranged from kid 
goats dancing the jig to coyotes singing the blues. Dominion Mountain's 
First Annual Winter Carnival seemed to be a complete success. Toward 
late afternoon, an exhausted crow sped back to the meadow from the 
lookout. The crowd cheered the cross-country winner. 


“No! No!” he shouted. “I'm not in the race. Everybody, please! Just 
listen to me!” 


Applause and cheers slowly tapered into silence. 


“T don't know how to tell you this,” he began. 


'Tell us what?” asked a badger. 


“Well, I'm afraid we're all in big trouble. Worse than you can imagine. 
We saw... there are... the Eracs have taken over the lookout!” 


Gasps sounded from the crowd. Many were numb with disbelief. The 
most-dreaded enemy of any forest had invaded the animals' domain. 


Even the young knew the situation was grim. When an infant was old 
enough to understand, elders shared frightening stories from the Cantomy 
Legends. The fables told terrifying stories of encounters with the ruthless 
Eracs. 


An explanation may be necessary to those reading this tale who are of 
human descent. Unfortunately the Cantomy Legends are among many 
secrets held only by animals. Referring to the Forest Guide Reference 
Book, Vol. IT, the name “Erac” can be found on page 1327. 


Pronounced “air rack”; literal translation: to scare. Creatures found 
under the Earth's surface near the equator. Once each decade, Eracs appear 
in a forest seeking inhabitants for study and experimentation. Eracs are, in 
their most natural form, reptilian looking, resembling a crossed dinosaur 
and dragon. However, the Erac is usually up to no good. For further 
details, refer to Cantomy Legends. 


The joyful winter carnival was quickly forgotten. 


Chapter V 


RUG RAT RONNY AND 
THE KASCAL RODENTS 


“.,.and now, ladies and gents, here they are: the group we've all been 
waiting for! The Armadillo Concert Company proudly presents Rug Rat 
Ronny and the Rascal Rodents!” 


Rat strummed the opening chords of their latest hit. Colored lights 
flashed on and off in unison. The audience went wild as Rug and his 
cousin stepped to the microphone: 


You done me wrong 

I thought we belonged 
Together. 

You returned my ring 
And now I sing 

How come we're not 
Together? 

Your father says that 
I'm no good, 

But I say that we should 
Be together. 

Yeah, yeah, yeah, 
Together, together. 

I'd like to say 

As I go my own way, 
So much for 
Together! 


Rat's paws ran up and down the neck of his guitar. Hard rock echoed 
throughout the concert hall to a crazed crowd. Rat was a hit. His lifelong 


dream had become a reality complete with stardom, flashy clothes and no 
financial worries. 


Midway through the concert, the Rodents lay down their instruments 
for a 10-minute break. Rug looked over to his cousin. 


“Rat?” 

“Yeah, what is it, cousin?” 

“T need to talk to you.” 

“Sure. You want to talk here?” 

“Nah. Outside where it's quiet.” 

“Okay, let's go,” answered Rat as he climbed down from the stage. 


The two musicians left through an emergency exit and walked to a 
nearby clearing. 


“Tf this is about that last song, Rug — I'm sorry. My timing was off, 
huh?” 


“Your timing was fine, Rat,” answered his cousin. “It's about you. 
You're not yourself lately. Are you bummed about somethin’? I thought 
being a rock star was what you always wanted.” 


Rat looked to the ground. “I don't know,” he said. 
“Are you still thinkin’ about that forest up north, Rat?” 


“Yeah, I guess that's it. Maybe I'm a little homesick. It's not what I 
expected, this being rich and famous, that is. My friends in the north are 
lookin' for their next meal right now, and here I am with more than I can 
use in three lifetimes. It doesn't seem right. Know what I mean?” 


“That explains pare of it,” answered Rug. “But there's somethin’ else, 
man. I can feel it. Your vibes are... well... is it our music?” 


“As a matter of fact, Rug, I... ah... I've been doin’ a little writing on 
my own, see. It's different — a different sound. I was going to try it out on 
you guys at our next practice session.” 


“Why wait for the next practice session? Let's try it out on this 
audience!” Rug returned. "They're hot! Play a few licks and let the band 
follow. Come on, let's go in. I'll get the rest of the Rodents together.” 


Rat continued to study the pavement. “Oh, no, I couldn't play it here. 
See, it's not a rock song. More like something our elders would like, 
and...” Rat looked up to find that his cousin had already returned to the 
auditorium. “Well, I guess it's now or never,” the muskrat said to himself. 


He took a deep breath and walked into the concert hall. The crowd 
screamed with anticipation as Rat climbed onto the stage. He shrugged his 
shoulders and stepped to the microphone. 


“Ladies and gentlemen, we're gonna change the pace here for a few 
minutes. I've written a new song about my home up north. I call it Where 
Time is Done.” 


The crowd listened as Rat slowly picked a melody on his guitar: 


Once I lived on a mountain 
Where time was full of life. 

We always sang of joy and peace 
And we danced away the night. 
Dominion, Dominion, Dominion. 
Music is a part of life 

To each and everyone, 

Creation is a daily routine 

At least till time is done. 
Dominion, Dominion, Dominion. 
Take me to the mountain 

Where meadows are stages 

And stars are in the sky, 

Take me to the mountain 

For that is where I wish to die. 
Dominion, Dominion, Dominion. 


Rat's voice rang through the auditorium. The soft melody stirred 
painful emotions within the muskrat. He stopped the song. 


The stunned crowd glared at Rat in disbelief. The rock-and-roll fans 
began hissing and booing. Rat looked at Rug. He looked at the audience. 
He looked at the concert hall. He looked at his sequined shirt. He looked at 
his new guitar. 


“Okay! Okay!” he shouted. “Chill! This is my last performance. So, 
let's rock! Tomorrow I'm goin' home!” 


Twang! Twang! Rat played the first two chords from a scheduled 
song. The band took their cue and followed with what was known as a 
crowd pleaser. The audience cheered as though Rat had never sung his 
mountain melody. Two hours of hard rock continued, giving South 
Beaverton the finest rock concert ever held. 


When the exhausted musicians finally left the auditorium, Rug 
walked arm-in-arm with his cousin. 


“You know, don't you, that we're losin' the best guitar player this side 
of the Mississippi? Aaah, but it's good to see you happy again.” 


“Tt feels like I'm doin’ the right thing,” replied Rat. 


The time had come to bid Rug Rat Ronny and the Rascal Rodents a 
final farewell. Rat looked at his fellow band members. His emotions were 
mixed. 


“You guys take care and keep in touch. I'm gonna miss you crazy 
musicians!” 


With tears in his eyes, Rat rushed away from his musician's life to 
prepare for his journey north. 


Chapter VI 


A LITTLE GOES A LONG WAY 


In hours the muskrat was ready to travel. With his food-filled 
backpack and favorite guitar, Rat left his rock-and-roll career behind. 

The early morning air was fresh and brisk. Rat walked quickly 
through the sleeping city while birds serenaded him with their usual 
wakeup songs. The muskrat hummed along. 

Toward midmorning, Rat found himself in a farming area. The setting 
changed to lush pastures, blue skies and rolling hills. The invigorated 
muskrat decided to stop by a large cottonwood tree and enjoy the peaceful 
setting. He reached into his backpack for a slice of cheese. As Rat 
munched on his snack, he heard an odd cry coming from a bush near the 
tree. He crouched down to see a small, white gosling in tears. 


“What makes you cry, Little One?” asked Rat. 
The gosling cowered into the bush. 


“Don't be frightened. I won't hurt you,” Rat said in a gentle tone. “Are 
you lost?” 


The gosling shook his head no. Rat watched more tears stream from 
the miniature gander's eyes. 


“Can I help?” asked Rat. 


Again the gosling shook his head no. muskrat felt helpless. After 
some time, the gosling dried his tears and looked up at Rat. 


“Do you think I'm a baby?” 


Rat grinned his heartwarming grin. The gosling attempted a smile and 
fumbled for words. 


“T'm crying because I don't have a home. My family was sold at an 
auction yesterday. I escaped by hiding in the barn. If I go back —” 


The gosling shuddered. 
Rat stroked Little One's neck. 


“Well, I'm sure everything will be okay. What about other farms 
around here? Surely someone would take a fine gander like yourself.” 


“Naturally they would,” answered the gosling. “Lots of people love 
geese — for supper and dinner and —” 


“T see your point, “ returned Rat. 


The gosling studied the muskrat. “Say, aren't you somebody famous 
or somethin"?” 


Rat was embarrassed at the recognition. “Well, I sang with a group in 
South Beaverton. Perhaps you saw me there.” 


“No, I don't think so,” said the gosling. “I've never been to South 
Beaverton. You look like a politician.” 


Rat laughed. 


“T'm no politician, that's for sure, Little One. I'm on my way home — 
up north.” 


“Are they mean to geese where you live?” asked the gosling. 


“No, not where I'm going,” said Rat. “In fact, I used to play music 
with a beautiful Pilgrim goose on the mountain. Her name is Harriet. She 
could tell you more about the life of a northern goose than I.” 


The gosling hesitated and then looked directly into Rat's eyes. 
"Take me with you?” 


“Oh, Little One, I don't know about that. Winter is happening up 
north and —” 


“T don't mind the winter!” interrupted the gosling who had never 
experienced anything but a southern summer. “Besides, I don't have a 
future here — unless you consider becoming somebody's dinner a future. 
Oh, pleeease? I won't be any trouble. You'll see. Could I? Pleeeease?” 


“Well,” answered Rat as he was thinking the idea over, “I do have 
enough food for the both of us, and some company would be nice. Okay, I 


guess so. But we need to get going. I want to have a lot of miles under my 
paws by sunset.” 


“Yes, sir!” answered the excited gosling. 


Rat gently placed the gosling atop his backpack and followed the 
winding road leading north. The day passed quickly, as did the miles. 


At sunset, Rat and the gosling found an old, deserted barn. The 
muskrat made a nest for his new friend, shared some crackers and cheese 
and pulled out his guitar. 


“What kind of music do you like, Little One?” 
“Gee, I haven't heard much music, sir. Anything would be nice.” 


“Well, let's drop that 'sir' stuff. My friends call me Rat. Here's a song 
Harriet used to like: 


Said the frog to the princess, 
“T need a little kiss. 

Won't you comply and 

Give a little kiss? 

I'll be your mate and 

Love you everyday. 

Please, please kiss me.” 
Said the princess to the frog, 
“What's that you say? 

I don't kiss frogs 

Now I must be on my way. 
Silly, silly frog 

In the middle of the log, 
Kiss you? Nay! Nay!” 

Said the frog to the princess 
“Magic will appear, 

So pucker up, my love, and 
Please have no fear.” 

Well, the princess finally kissed 
That silly, old, green frog 
And now there's two frogs 
Sittin’ on the log! 


The gosling giggled and clapped his wings. 
“More! More!” he exclaimed. 


“Well, you really should get some sleep now, Little One. In fact, I'm 
pretty tired myself. Morning will be here before you know it, and 
tomorrow's a big day. We'll have lots of time for fun and games once we 
get to the mountain. If all goes well, we'll be there around supper time by 
day after tomorrow. Good night, Little One.” 


“Good night, sir, I mean, Rat.” 


The gosling settled into his nest with a contented smile. Within 
moments he was fast asleep. Rat lay down his guitar and joined the gosling 
for a peaceful slumber. 


Chapter VII 


THE OUTCASTS 


The heavy prison door slowly opened and Jinton was forced through 
the entrance. His eyes reflected uncertainty as he examined the alcove. 


Seng stood in a darkened corner. He studied Jinton with curiosity as 
the new prisoner heard the door close behind him. 


“This room is impossible to escape from,” Seng commented from the 
corner. "There is a force field around us. I am afraid we are both here for 
the duration.” 


Jinton looked to Seng while transmitting a thought into his mind. 
It is forbidden to speak. 


“Yes,” answered Seng, “my form of communication is one reason I 
am an outcast.” 


I have heard of you. Your name is Seng, I believe. You are the one who 
spoke with humans on this planet. 


Seng smiled as Jinton continued. 


They wounded you, did they not? You have become somewhat of a 
legend at the Camp. 


“I was not wounded by the humans I spoke with,” Seng answered. 
“The story has been modified.” 


What is going to happen to you? the new captive asked in thought. 


“IT do not know my future. You are the first ‘visitor’ since my 
imprisonment.” 


Our situation appears grim, Jinton again transmitted. I am an artist. I 
was discovered with my drawings — an inexcusable offense according to 
the law. Our defiance will not be taken lightly. 


“What do you mean? You were discovered with your drawings? It is 
now illegal to practice creativity?” 


Surely you know, thought Jinton, that all creative energy is to be 
channeled into group. 


“Why?” 

To construct the Delcycer, of course; the crqft which will carry us to 
our native planet. Why do you ask such questions? 

“T have been an outcast for some time,” Seng explained. 


“Before imprisonment, I lived in the forest to learn more of this 
planet. I was not aware of the changes... to demand all creativity... Contu 
will never be able to uphold such an ordinance!” 


Thus far, transmitted Jinton, you and I are the only ones who have 
defied the laws. I fear we will be left on the planet. 


“Do you know that staying on Earth would be so terrible?” asked 
Seng. 


The artist held his head down. 


Please do not question what I know, he thought. My beliefs are 
shaken. I have been taught that it is shameful to be labeled “outcast”. 


“What is shameful is not sharing yourself,” Seng answered. 


Jinton did not reply. He sat down by the door in private thought. Seng 
watched the new prisoner with compassion. He could feel Jinton's mixed 
emotions. After several hours of silence, Seng drifted into a restless sleep. 
He awoke with a thought from the artist. 


Will you teach me to speak? 


Why do you wish to speak? Seng returned, this time in thought. If you 
were discovered, I do not know the consequences. 


Yes, I realize what consequences could arise. But, you see, I wish to 
create sound — as you do. I would like, someday, to express a picture with 
tone. 


“Very well, I will teach you to speak, “ returned Seng. “But I know 
nothing of pictures done with tone. Let us start with something simple. 
What is your name?” 


I am called Jinton, Artist of Life, he thought. Seng smiled with 
enthusiasm. 


“All right,” he said, “we'll start with ‘Jinton’. Near your throat is a 
vocal box where sounds are created. Open you mouth and push from 
here.” Seng pointed to his diaphragm. “J-i-n-t-o-n”, he said slowly. 


“Gatoe,” the artist repeated. 


“That is close!” exclaimed Seng. “I suggest you change your name to 
Gatoe and you will have pronounced your name!” 


Jinton laughed. His first utterances brought great joy. He oohed and 
he aahed. 


I feel like I have been reborn! he exclaimed in thought. 


As time passed, a bonded friendship developed between Seng and 
Jinton. Their captivity became a blessing. The tiny alcove provided the 
opportunity to share their creative talents. Jinton learned his phonics well. 
Seng had a special love for words, and his student shared the vocal 
enthusiasm. 


In return Jinton sketched beautiful etchings on the dirt floor. Seng 
tried duplicating the art, but the foreign expression felt awkward to him. 


“How well you draw is how well you see,” explained Jinton. 


Seng would close his eyes in frustration and recite a poem: 


My friend Jinton 

Doth etch his life 

With what he sees today. 
But I am Seng, 

The limited one, 

And only see what I say. 


They avoided discussions of their future. Instead, the two outcasts 
utilized their time together for teachings. They agreed on most every 
subject, save their leader, Contu. One day Seng looked to the heavy prison 
door. 


“Perhaps the craft is finished now, Jinton.” 


“The Delcycer? I think not,” answered Jinton. 


“When I came here they were working on a force field for the craft. 
Contu suggested using metal mirrors. I believe they are still testing his 
idea.” 


“Interesting,” replied Seng. “Contu is a genius. It is no wonder he is 
our leader — mental mirrors, indeed. If an enemy viewed the craft he 
would see himself. It is unfortunate our leader is so power-driven. His 
madness will destroy him one day.” 


Jinton became defensive. “You speak out of anger, Seng, because 
Contu imprisoned you. The Delcycer is nearly finished as a result of his 
excellent leadership. Contu is not mad. Soon we will be safe and have 
Contu to thank for our well-being.” 


“We shall see, my friend,” answered Seng. “We shall see.” 


Days turned into weeks. In January the outcasts were still awaiting 
their destiny. Finally, a raging storm unfolded the events which led to their 
escape. 


A merciless wind howled through the trees and whipped helpless 
snowflakes against the piled drifts. Brittle trees bowed till they could bend 
no more. The weather controlled all life on Dominion Mountain. Due to 
the severity of the winter gale, construction on the Delcycer had to be 
halted. Seng and Jinton's people sought refuge from the relentless storm. 


“T have a feeling about this storm, Seng. Almost as though it were 
fated.” 


“Yes, Jinton, I too feel —” 


Suddenly, the ground began to move. The outcasts were tossed across 
the room in slow motion. Beams fell from the ceiling as a tremor 
rearranged the alcove. In the confusion, Seng noticed the prison door ajar. 


“Jinton! Look! Now is our chance for escape!” 


“But what about the Delcycer? Where would we go? We cannot 
escape. Contu would find us. It is impossible!” 


“Jinton! We must try! Contu is mad! He will use us to his advantage. 
This is the fated event you felt. Come! We must hurry!” 


Jinton's instincts told him to escape while his logic argued. He stood 
still in thought. 


“T will not let you be destroyed, Jinton.” Seng grabbed the artist and 
pulled him through the door. 


Outside, the blizzard and the Earth battled. The biting wind pushed at 
their bodies while the ground heaved them about. Moments later, the 
tremor ceased. The outcasts quickly materialized their bodies to a nearby 
cave and waited. 


“And now what, Seng?” asked Jinton. “We cannot stay here. When 
the escape is discovered, our energy paths will be followed.” 


“I am weakened from the wound I received in the fall, Jinton. Our 
only hope is to go to the cabin I have told you of. The humans there are 
kind. They will help. It would bc wise to go on foot so Contu cannot 
follow our paths. 'Thc storm will cover our tracks.” 


Jinton did not answer. Trust and instincts, logic and past beliefs 
battled in his mind. He ignored his thoughts and helped Scng through the 
deep snow. 


Chapter VIII 


A SPOKESMAN 


“We don't have a chance against the Eracs! I never thought anything 
like this would happen on our mountain. We'll just all disappear and 
become a part of the Cantomy Legends!” 


“Now, Martha, everything will be okay,” consoled the owl. “We'll get 
through this somehow.” 


Martha looked at the owl. Her vulnerable face reflected the fear and 
stress they were all feeling. The animals were no match against the Eracs. 
Although none had ever encountered the fabled enemy, each one could 
sense the danger that hovered over them like a powerful plague. The clear, 
sunny sky darkened as one grayed cloud threatened the entire countryside. 
Sleeping trees stiffly swayed to the winter winds. The weather had 
changed to dismal and dreary, matching the mood of the animals. They 
watched the signs of a severe storm approaching from the western 
mountains knowing they would soon need shelter. 


“Well, what are we going to do?” asked Martha. 


No one answered. After several minutes of silence, Harriet stepped 
forward to speak. 


“These Eracs, do they have any weaknesses at all? What is their 
origin?” 

Again, no one answered. 

“In other words, we really don't know what we're up against,” she 
said. “I suggest we all go home and wait. This oncoming storm should 


delay the Eracs. Maybe, with warmth and shelter, we can think more 
clearly. Besides, we're an easy target, all congregated like this.” 


The others agreed and quickly moved toward their homes. Dominion 
Mountain's First Annual Winter Carnival was forgotten as animals and 


birds scurried in every direction. The fear and tension in the air combined 
with the approaching gale. Temperatures dropped. High winds and snow 
joined to create a blizzard. Fear-ridden animals waited in their shelters and 
concentrated on the Cantomy Legends. The angry storm seemed the least 
of their worries. 


Not far from the cabin, Oliver perched on an old poplar tree. The 
wind wound through the limbs and found its way to the owl. He sat as a 
statue with his claws extended into the wood. Although other trees offered 
more protection, Oliver felt a sense of security with the old poplar. He 
called it his thinking tree. 


I wonder what this old poplar would do if he were me? Oliver thought 
as he studied the bare branches. If only you could talk, he sighed while 
moving further toward the trunk. 


“T can talk,” answered the tree. “You don't think so; therefore you 
don't listen. I often answer your thoughts.” 


“Am I losing my mind?” the owl questioned aloud. 
“T don't know, are you?” returned the tree. 


Oliver shook his head. He chuckled as though the entire day was just 
a dream. 


“Okay,” he said, “I'm going to acknowledge the fact that I'm talking 
to a tree and I'm getting answered. Say there, Mr. T, do you have any 
advice for me?” 


“Of course, I do,” answered the tree. 


“TI thought you would,” smiled Oliver. "Trees always give advice in 
dreams. What should I do?” 


“As a tree, I see many things you would not believe. There is a being 
on the mountain who knows the sensitivity of all living creatures. He was 
here in the fall. I speak of a bear-like —” 


“Of course!” exclaimed Oliver. “Bernard! He knows more about the 
Cantomy Legends than all of us put together. Good ole Bernard! He'll 
know what to do. But he's hibernating now. Well, I'll just have to wake 
him; that's all there is to it. Bernard will help us! Thanks, Mr. T! You've 
been a great deal of help!” 


The owl lifted his claws from the branch and flew into the wind. His 
flight pattern resembled a young bird on his first solo. Oliver's dogged 
determination fought the storm and took him toward the caves. 


Within minutes the owl arrived at the old mining shafts. He frantically 
searched for Bernard's home. Relief warmed his numb body as he eyed the 
last shaft in a line of historical mines. A snowdrift had covered most of the 
entrance, but the owl flew over the mound and squeezed into the cave with 
ease. His eyes quickly adjusted to the darkened alcove. Toward the rear of 
the shaft, cuddled in a prenatal position, Oliver saw the sleeping brown 
bear. Bernard's hibernation suggested a peaceful tranquillity the owl 
envied. 


“Bernard! Wake up!” The owl shook the bear with all his might. 
“Bernard! Please wake up!” The bear did not move. It's an emergency! 
Bernard! You have to wake up!” Still, the bear did not move. The owl 
pecked at the bear's face. He grew frantic while Bernard lie motionless. 
With tears in his eyes, Oliver tried flapping his wings up and down the 
bear's body. 


Slowly, Bernard began to move. His eyes opened, closed and opened 
again. 


“What? Oh, Oliver, it's you.” Bernard yawned as the owl smiled. 
“Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm. Did I oversleep? What day is it?” 


Oliver said nothing. He flew to the small somewhat iced-over pond 
within the cave. Bernard stumbled after the owl and took a long slow 
drink. When the cold water brought the bear to his senses, he became 


angry. 
“What's going on? It's not time for me to be awake! You know that!” 


“Bernard! I would not have disturbed you unless it was important!” 
the owl shouted back. “Now, calm down and listen! We're in big trouble. 
The Eracs are here! They have taken over the lookout! A storm has come, 
and we figure they'll be down for us as soon as it's over. What should we 
do? I thought you could help, and that's why I've come.” 


“Oh, my, Eracs, huh? I'm sorry Oliver, but I am no match for those 
ruthless creatures. I'm afraid you've come to the wrong one for help.” 


“But, Bernard, you know more about the Cantomy Legends than 
anyone. Just tell us what to do.” 


The bear slowly stretched. “I just woke up, and it's hard to think,” he 
said. “I'm sorry, I don't know of — wait a minute. As I recall, the Eracs are 
a product of dinosaur and dragon. Perhaps you could... no, it probably 
wouldn't work on an Erac.” 


The owl fretted in frustration. “What were you going to say, Bernard? 
Any idea will help at this point!” 


“Well,” said the bear, “perhaps if a spokesman could appeal to the 
dragon side of the Eracs...” 


“Yes?” said the owl, in a hopeful tone. 


“Legend has it, Oliver, that if you guess a dragon's name, the dragon 
will grant you one wish. There are countless fables and myths concerning a 
dragon's name. Now, I don't know if the same goes for an Erac, but it may 
be worth a try. What do you think?” 


The owl stared into space. Perhaps the Eracs were nothing like a full- 
blooded dragon, and who on the mountain could act as a spokesman? 
Oliver looked to the bear. 


“T guess it's worth a try, Bernard. I'll notify the others. Sorry about 
waking you in such a panic. Go back to sleep, and leave everything to me. 
Thanks!” The owl flew from the old shaft as quickly as he had entered. 
Bernard looked around his frozen home. 


“Go back to sleep? How can I hibernate with Eracs practically at my 
doorstep?” 


He took another slow drink of the icy water, walked to the entrance of 
the shaft and peered toward the lookout. 


Everyone thought Bernard's suggestion was good, but no one 
volunteered for the job of spokesman. The owl decided that the task of 
negotiating was up to him. He tried imagining himself as an Erac, but 
failed to understand why a name would be kept secret. As precious 
minutes ticked away, the owl grew more and more nervous. 


Suddenly, back toward the cabin, Oliver heard a warning call from 
Harriet. The goose's distinctive voice rang through the woods. Someone 


was coming. The owl drew a deep breath and followed the call. Again he 
heard Harriet. 


“It's okay, everyone, “ she called, “It's Bernard!” 


With the wind at his back, Oliver raced toward the cabin. He eyed the 
bear approaching near the edge of the meadow. “Bernard!” he shouted. 
“What are you doing here? I thought you went back into hibernation!” 


“Now, how can I sleep with Eracs on the mountain, Oliver? I've come 
to inform you that I'm going to parley with them. After all, I'm the one 
who came up with the crazy idea, and I'm the one who should try it.” 


“Oh, I don't know,” Oliver said. “What would you say to them? How 
could you get to the lookout in this weather? What if they captured you?” 


“T guess I'll deal with whatever happens when it happens,” answered 
the bear. 


“T'll go with you!” declared the owl. 


“Nah, you stay here, Oliver. This is where you're needed. I'll be fine. 
It takes a lot more than a few Eracs to stop ole Bernard. Really. Now get 
out of this storm before you freeze to death. I'll be back for supper!” 


The bear tured toward the lookout. Oliver objected once more as he 
watched Bernard struggle in the deep snow. Within minutes the bear's 
image faded into the storm. The owl then spread his wings to their full 
length and challenged the wind back to his favorite tree. He rested on a 
limb. 


“Did you know that in some cultures listening is valued more than 
speaking?” asked the tree. 


“Huh?” returned the owl. 


“Never mind,” answered the old poplar. “Trees can't talk.” 


Chapter IX 


THE UNITING STORM 


“Gosh, Rat, this storm is getting worser. Think we should rest?” 


The gosling's head poked out of the backpack. Cold penetrated his 
down. He watched snowflakes dance to the tune of the howling wind. So, 
this is winter, he thought. 


The tiny gander strained his neck around to view the Rat. 


The muskrat's eyes were squinted into slits, and lines of tension 
showed on his face. Rat was visibly tired and cold. 


“To be honest with you Little One, I'm not sure exactly where we are. 
We're headed in the right direction — I'm positive of that. But we may 
have passed the cabin. I can barely see where my next step is taking us. I'll 
find us a shelter till this storm lets up. If we've gone too far, there are 
plenty of caves around here and even a lookout. Hang on a few minutes 
more, buddy.” 


Rat's words comforted the gosling. He tucked his head far into the 
backpack, snuggled next to the food and fell asleep. 


The muskrat traversed the deep snow. Crunching sounds emphasized 
each step. He watched for familiar landmarks, but visibility was practically 
nil. Rat realized that the cabin could be less than one-half mile away and 
he wouldn't know it. Traveling was painstaking. Each step became an 
effort. 


Soon the snowdrifts were just too much for the muskrat. He could go 
no further. Rat surrendered and fell into the snow. His mind wandered back 
to the south and reflected upon his rock-and-roll career. 


The gosling stirred as the wind cut through the backpack. Once again 
he poked his head out in question. “How come you're kneeling on this 
snowdrift, Rat? Shouldn't we go inside?” 


“What?” 

“T said, how come we don't go into that cave?” 

“Cave?” 

“Yeah, that one!” declared the gosling as he pointed straight ahead. 


Rat looked up. Only three feet from the traveling pair stood a large 
rock cave. The muskrat jumped as though he were beginning a one- 
hundred yard dash. Within seconds they were both safely inside the cave. 
Rat then made a nest for the two of them and settled in for a quiet rest. In a 
matter of moments the muskrat was fast asleep. 


Little One watched his first northern storm with fascination. He felt 
secure by Rat's side. 


“That muskrat is a good guide!” he surmised. 


“Seng, I have heard sounds at the entrance of the cave,” Jinton 
whispered. “I will investigate. Rest, my friend. I will see that no harm 
comes to you.” 


Seng did not move. His body collected energy in a meditative state. 
Jinton's words echoed in another reality. 


The artist walked toward the mouth of the cave as quickly and quietly 
as possible. 


“What is it, Litthke One? Why do you hiss and —” The muskrat 
quickly positioned himself in front of the gosling. “If you come forward 
one more step, I shall defend myself and my friend to the death!” Rat 
declared. “Who are you? What are you?” 


Jinton watched the Earthlings with curiosity. He used his intuitive 
powers to study their nature. His intunement vanished all fears. These 
creatures could be trusted. 


“T am called Jinton. Please, I mean no harm. I, too, am with a friend. 
We entered this shelter because of the storm. Are you humans? I am 
seeking help from the humans.” 


The muskrat and gosling strained for a better look at the creature. Rat 
had no idea of just what he and Little One had encountered, but the 
smoothing tones of Jinton's voice diminished Rat's guard. 
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“What a strange question,” he answered. “It's clear you're not 
acquainted with rodents or geese. Where do you come from?” 


Jinton still felt a loyalty to his people and their mission. He shook his 
head, pretending not to understand the question. 


“Where are the humans?” he asked. “Can you help us find them? It is 
most important.” 


Rat moved toward Jinton for a closer look. A glow of light 
pronounced a bear-like shape, but the creature's identity remained unclear. 


“Okay,” said Rat, “let's all stay mellow. I can help, but first you must 
show yourself and answer a few questions.” 


Jinton stepped into the open. 


“Very well, I have shown myself. But I do not understand your words. 
What is ‘mellow’?” 


Rat and Little One stared at Jinton in awe. The bear-ape-man creature 
was breathtaking. After a moment of study, Rat regained his composure to 
answer Jinton's question. 


“You know,” he said, “‘mellow’. It means relax, don't worry, trust, 
chill, be cool.” 


“Mellow is an interesting word,” said Jinton. “I have only recently 
learned your language, and there are many sounds I am not yet acquainted 
with.” 


“Yeah, sure,” replied Rat. “Now how 'bout givin' it to me straight. 
What are you doing here?” 


“My friend and I are here as a result of the tremor. We were seeking 
assistance from the humans when the storm inhibited our travel.” 


“What tremor? We didn't feel a tremor,” said the gosling who was 
now Safely observing the entire meeting from the backpack. 


“That's right,” added Rat, “what do you mean by tremor?” 
Jinton carefully selected his words. 


“We were... north,” he began, “when the ground shook. My friend 
and I fled down the mountain. There is a cabin further south — with 
humans. My companion is weak from an old wound and is now storing 
energy. We have been here four kebs.” 


“What's a keb?” asked the gosling. 


“A keb is a measurement of time in relation to energy created by 
rotation,” answered Jinton. 


“Oh, yeah, now I remember,” chided the gosling. 


“Somethin's not right here,” entered Rat. “If there had been a tremor, 
Little One and I would have felt it. Are you telling me all the truth?” 


“No,” Jinton answered in honesty. 


“Now, look, pal, if you want help I gotta have some answers First of 
all, where did you come from? Second, where's your travelin' partner, and I 
wanna know more about this so-called tremor.” 


Jinton held his head down. “Your questions are fair,” he replied. “I 
have come from the north and my companion is further into the cave. If 
you are to help us, I must inform you of something else. We are being 
hunted by...” Jinton's voice saddened. “...by our own kind. I cannot 
explain any more, except that there are those with much power who seek 
our whereabouts. But, I know to be true, the tremor was not caused by our 
people. On the contrary, the ground shaking as it did aided in our escape.” 


“Jinton speaks the truth.” 


The muskrat and gosling were startled at another man-ape-bear 
creature standing directly behind Jinton. 


“Hello again, Mr. Muskrat. I am Seng. We had a brief meeting last 
fall at the cabin. Do you remember?” 


“Aaaah, yeah. You were at the window. Sure, I remember.” 


“T'm flattered, “ Seng related in his smooth baritone voice. “It seems 
we all have questions for one another. Let us return to the rear of the cave 
to converse. Our location will be less vulnerable.” 


Rat nodded his approval and followed Seng and Jinton. The gosling 
slowly climbed from the backpack and watched the conversation from a 
distance. 


“Not even an Erac could travel in this!” Bernard determined to 
himself. “I'll take refuge in that cave up ahead till it lets up a bit.” 


Bernard forced his body through the deep snow. As he pushed ahead, 
he wondered if there was more snow in the sky than on the ground. 


He entered the cave and had the uncanny feeling he was not alone. 
The bear walked slowly and cautiously into the cavern. 


“Yeow!” Bernard screamed. 


Pain shot through his paw. He held his attacked appendage and 
hopped around in agony. At a glance, Bernard saw a tiny, white creature 
running to the rear of the cave. The bear sat down and rubbed his 
throbbing paw. 


That was no Erac! Bernard thought. I'm just gonna wait right here 
until that ‘thing’ comes forward. 


At the back of the cave, heads were turned to a panic-stricken little 
gander. 


“They're here! Rat! I got one of them! Jinton! Run, you guys! Your 
people are here!” 


“Calm down, Little One,” said Rat. “What happened? Take a deep 
breath, and tell us what happened.” 


The gosling took no time for a deep breath. “They're here, Rat! I tell 
you, they're here! Maybe 50 of them. I got one, though — right on the 
foot. Run, Jinton and Seng! We'll hold them off!” 


Jinton's eyes were on Seng who shook his head in defeat. 


“Tt's no use, my friends. Our people have powers you are not familiar 
with. We have no chance of escaping now.” 


Seng and Jint6n walked toward the front of the cave. Rat and Little 
One were close behind. Bernard watched in the direction of the footsteps. 
Suddenly, the little gosling lunged ahead of Seng and Jinton. 


“You had better not hurt my friends, or I'll bite your other foot!” he 
bravely proclaimed. 


Rat dashed forward, grabbed the little gosling and held his beak 
tightly closed. Bernard continued to rub his paw. 


“Now, look,” he said, “I entered this cave for a peaceful rest and for 
no other reason. I've been abused and threatened by a creature not even the 
size of my swollen paw. Would somebody mind tellin' me what's going 
on?” 

“Bernard?” Rat paused in disbelief. “Bernard, is that you, ole buddy? 
What are you doing here?” 

The muskrat stepped out into the open. 

“Rat! Well, you're a sight for sore eyes. What are you doin’ here? 
Haven't you heard?” 

“Heard what? How come you're not hibernating?” 

“T thought you went south, Rat. Why are you here with these... ah...” 

Jinton stepped from the shadows. 

“TI do not know you language well. Explain, please, how you answer 
questions with questions.” 


Bernard's train of thought vanished with the sight of Jinton. His 
mouth fell open. The bear scratched his forehead hoping his claw would 
stir up an explanation. Rat chuckled. 
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“T know, my friend. I know what you're thinkin',” said the muskrat. “I 
felt the same way. Bernard, this is Jinton and this is Seng. Little One and I 
just got here ourselves. These gentlemen were about to enlighten us when 
you arrived.” 


Seng then walked towards Bernard. 


“T believe it is unusual for you to be on an exploration at this time of 
year,” he said. Your mission must be of great importance. Let us take our 
discussions to a safer part of the cave.” 


The glow surrounding Seng's body and his distinctive voice stirred 
memories in Bernard's mind. 


“The voice! You're “The Voice’!” he exclaimed. “Last fall — at the 
arena. You said to give the humans a chance. Where did you come from? 
And how —” 


“T think we have a lot to talk about,” entered Rat. “Let's go to the rear 
of the cave, Bernard. It's safer.” 


“Yeah, okay, Rat,” Bernard answered in bewilderment. 


The party of five spent the next hour exchanging explanations. They 
listened intently as each explained how and why he arrived at the cave. 
Bernard's testimony held the most impact. They discussed what they knew 
with speculation. 


“Well, what do we do now?” Bernard asked. 


“Good question, pal,” answered Rat. “The Eracs have obviously 
added more troops to the lookout. That was the ‘tremor’ Seng and Jinton 
felt: Eracs coming up through the Earth, causing the ground to shake in the 
surrounding area. “ He looked down to the gosling who was massaging 
Bernard's paw. “We were just too far away to feel it, Little One.” 


The gander's trusting eyes showed no signs of fear. Rat envied his 
naive youth. 


“T have given the Erac situation some thought,” entered Seng. "They 
must not be allowed to destroy lives. Bernard, your idea seems feasible. I 
know of their culture, and it is true that their names are kept in confidence. 
Perhaps we can apply your theory to the plan.” 


The others closed the circle to hear Seng's strategy. Minute details 
were discussed and rediscussed. Planning continued late into the night. As 
fate would have it, the future of Dominion Mountain lay with this most 
unusual group. 


Chapter X 


NOTHING TO FEAR 


“T must be crazy,” Rat mumbled to himself. “I could be in South 
Beaverton right now, playing music by night and sleeping by day. But, no, 
I have to get myself right in the middle of a crisis!” 


The muskrat scurried across the frozen ground. Winter's accumulation 
of snow made the familiar route to the lookout seem like a foreign path. 


I just wish the gosling weren't involved, he continued in thought. 
Little One hasn't been on Dominion two days, and already he's witnessed 
the worst storm in the history of the mountain, met up with a couple of 
man-ape-bear creatures and is about to have his first encounter with Eracs. 
Sure hope Seng's plan works. I don't know why I volunteered for this part 
of the mission. How am I gonna lure a bunch of Eracs back to the cave? 
Yep, J. Paul Muskrat ITI, you're out of your ever-lovin' mind. 


The muskrat felt more alone than he ever had in his life. His only 
companion was the guitar strapped to his back. Jinton and Bernard 
suggested he leave the instrument at the cave, but the muskrat balked. 


“Oh, no,” he said, “I call this guitar ‘Magic Music’, and it goes where 
I go. Every time I leave this instrument behind, I regret it. Music is my 
heart. Besides, I got a feeling it might be useful in communicating with the 
Eracs.” 


The muskrat's method of travel was tedious. After covering his tracks, 
he would slip behind a tree, wait, listen and then repeat the procedure. The 
journey was slow. It seemed, to the tiring muskrat, that the mountain had 
doubled in size since autumn. 


Midway to the lookout, Rat came across a fallen tamarack. He hid in 
the rotten trunk for a brief rest. The muskrat had hoped that a few minutes 
pause would refresh him, but anticipation continued to drain his energy. He 
climbed out of the log and moved ahead. 


The storm had taken leave of the mountain. The winter sun shone 
brightly on the snow creating an annoying glare. Rat's eyes strained. He 
thought of waiting for the Eracs in a tree but abandoned the idea after 
remembering the many possible routes down from the lookout. 


“What am I going to do if the Eracs don't follow me?" he wondered. 
“What if I get captured? No, I can't dwell on the negative side of things. 
Seng knows what he's doin' — I hope. Once I get near the lookout, I'll gain 
their attention and head back to the cave. But, what they move faster that 
me? Think, Rat, think! A sled! I need a fast sled! Now, where am I gonna 
find a sled? I know — the guitar case! I bet it'll really move on this snow. 
Whew! I feel better already. At least I'm coming up with some constructive 
ideas.” 


The muskrat smiled as he continued to cover his tracks. A gust of 
wind blew in his direction. He suddenly sensed danger. Rat cast his nose 
into the air and sniffed. The wind carried an odor he did not recognize. He 
sniffed again. The unidentified smell alerted his sense. He needed to take 
cover aS whatever was coming was doing so quickly. He climbed the 
nearest tree and waited. 


Rat listened while frozen to the tree he clutched. Pounding? He heard 
a low pounding. The sound reverberated in rhythm. The muskrat was 
hearing his own heartbeat. He was sure his fear echoed throughout the 
entire forest. He held his breath. The odor was stronger. He tried to 
swallow, but a lump in his throat blocked any passage. He thought he 
might choke. Then, with crystal clarity, the muskrat heard Seng's voice in 
his mind. 


Fear is your enemy, Rat. It attacks your body and your mind. I sense 
your dis-ease. Recall the legend of the Plague of Baghdad. The Plague 
warned he would take 10 thousand lives; 100 thousand died instead. When 
the Plague was questioned, it replied, “I killed 10 thousand as I said I 
would. The others died of fear.” Do not give an enemy power, Rat. It is not 
coincidence that we all have been brought together. Chant “Peace on 
Dominion” when you feel distraught. Good luck, my friend. I must return 
my concentration to the cave now. 


Rat shook his head. The voice was gone. He pondered Seng's words. 


He's right. This is no time to fear. 


Minutes passed in slow motion. The muskrat waited. After what 
seemed an eternity, Rat experienced his first glimpse of the notorious 
Eracs. The creatures moved quickly in his direction. 


The Eracs were smaller than legend held them to be. The largest of 
the troop was no bigger than a medium-sized bear. Rat watched with 
fascination. Their powerful tails and long necks accounted for over half 
their size. The muskrat had expected something monstrous. It seemed odd 
that the Eracs, who were so feared and so powerful, wouldn't fill the space 
of three or four acres. 


As the Cantomy Legends indicated, the strange creatures appeared to 
be a cross between a dragon and a dinosaur. Their silver, leathered skin 
showed reptilian descent. It looked to Rat that the most severe of storms 
would not penetrate the Erac's hide. Their coloring darkened in places, 
forming geometric patterns. They traveled through the forest with ease, 
and their movement was direct. 


Rat found their faces most interesting. A complicated map of 
weathered lines ran from their forehead to their octagon-shaped eyes. Most 
of the Eracs' power must come from that cringing stare, he thought. If I 
have contact with them I'll avoid their eyes. 


The Eracs traveled the exact path Rat had taken. After most had 
passed under the tree holding the muskrat, two of the Eracs fell behind to 
converse. Rat held his breath. 


“The scalf left an easy path to follow,” said one. 


“Yes,” answered the other, “I sense we will find excellent specimens 
here. Perhaps we will be lucky and find the one with powers.” 


The Eracs chuckled and slithered over Rat's well-covered tracks. 


Oh, man! he exclaimed to himself. They're following my trail to a ‘T’. 
They're headed right for the cave! I've got to warn the others! Seng isn't 
expecting me to return for hours. What am I gonna do? Telepathy! If Seng 
can put his voice in my mind, maybe I can do the same to him. 


Concentrate! The muskrat closed his eyes as tight as he could. Rat 
calling Seng! Come in, please. Rat calling Seng! Mayday! Mayday! 


Rat neither heard nor felt any communication from the cave. He 
repeated his mental pleas. Nothing. After several more futile attempts he 
gave up on telepathic warnings. 


I've got to get back to the cave! 


His paws were white from his clutching grip. It seemed as though 
thousands upon thousands of the creatures were still passing under the tree. 
Finally, the last of the Eracs left his sight. Rat waited a few more minutes 
and then climbed down. He shook his paws to return the circulation, took a 
deep breath and looked at the tree which safely hid him. 


“Thanks,” he said in a humble tone. 


With his paws shaking he tightened his guitar strap. Fear returned to 
his mind as if beckoned by a magnet. He concentrated on what could go 
wrong. 


“The Chant!” he then recalled. “Peace on Dominion, peace on 
Dominion, peace on Dominion.” 


He repeated the mantra over and over until his fears vanished. He felt 
refreshed and relaxed at the same time. His agility and alertness returned. 
The muskrat then followed the troop of Eracs with confidence. 


Timing was crucial. His pursuit required a perfect pace. 


Rat was astonished at how quickly the Eracs moved down the 
mountain. In a short amount of time, the cave was within viewing distance. 
Rat knew he must take action. He thought of calling out a warning, but his 
alarm would also alert the Eracs of others in the cave. 


“Nope,” he surmised, “I'm gonna have to get all the Eracs' attention 
and warn Seng at the same time. Well, as my mama used to say, ‘When all 
else fails, do the obvious.’ Okay, ‘Magic Music’, it's up to you and me.” 


Rat took his guitar from its case and strummed a G chord. 


He sang at the top of his lungs: 


Eracs, Eracs, tell me if this is true, 

I've been told that you know the answers to 
Cantomy Legends and fables, 

Of myths and lore and labels. 


Well, wouldn't it be sweet 
If we could meet 
And discuss all this nonsense tooo00? 


Rat's warning rang into the forest. Before he could strum the final 
chord of his song, the entire troop had surrounded him. 


“Any requests?” he asked while reviewing Seng's chant in his mind. 
“T don't believe we've met,” he said. “I'm J. Paul Muskrat IJJ— better 
known as Rat. Perhaps you've heard of me? At one time I was a rich and 
famous rock star.” 


The Eracs stared at the muskrat in disbelief. The leader pulled a 
netting from his skin and threw it over Rat and his guitar. 


“Hey! Take it easy, pal. This guitar is very valuable. If it gets 
scratched I might have to call my lawyer!” 


The Erac tightened the cobwebbed netting. Rat struggled. The more 
he fought the tighter the webbing became. A dusty substance from the net 
covered the muskrat's body. As Rat inhaled, the dust entered his lungs. 
Within moments he was unconscious. The struggle was over. 


“This one is ready to be taken to the lookout,” said the leader. “Take 
him to the tower — quickly!” 


An Erac acknowledged the order and carried Rat's limp little body 
and guitar back up the mountain. The others stood in silence. 


“That scalf was acting strangely — even for a scalf,” said the leader. 
“He was diverting our attention. We shall continue on this trail. Perhaps he 
wanted to keep us from that cave up ahead. Come!” 


Chapter XI 


WILLING IT SO 


“Seng?” 
“Yes, Little One, what is it?” 


“Well, I just don't quite understand what we're doing. It's kind of 
confusing to me.” 


“My love for words is sometimes a hindrance, Little One. I believe I 
have used more than necessary. Perhaps you will understand with a 
picture. Let us call on Jinton's talent to explain.” 


The artist smiled and knelt down by the gosling. He reached for a 
twig and proceeded to sketch Seng's plan on the dirt floor of the cave. 


“Oh, now I get it! Rat tricks the Eracs into coming here. Then me and 
him guard them in the cave. Jinton and Bernard go get the Delcycer and 
take it to the tower. Seng goes to the lookout. Since we have some Eracs 
held captive, the Marshal will get on the Delcycer with Seng. The guards 
at the tower won't know about the spaceship ‘cause it's got some kind of 
mirrors. Then Seng guesses the Marshal's name, and everything will be 
fine. I see.” 


The adults looked at each other in wonder. Each gave thought to the 
hours and hours spent on complicating what Little One had just 
summarized. 


Suddenly, Jinton keyed his ears to the outside of the cave. The others 
sat quietly and listened. 


“Rat has returned,” said Jinton as he attempted to monitor the sound. 
“Tt is difficult to hear. The wind carries his voice away from the cave. I 
believe he is... yes! The muskrat is singing to the Eracs!” 


“We should activate our plans,” Seng advised. “Are you ready, 
Jinton?” 


“Yes, friend, I am ready.” 
“And you, Bernard, have you prepared yourself mentally>” 


“T sure hope so. You could explain this ‘Menteer’ business to me a 
hundred times, and I still don't think I would know how it works. But I'm 
gonna try!” 


“Good,” answered Seng. "Think of Menteering as a method of 
transportation. You simply place your matter elsewhere with will. 
Concentrate and I shall hélp you all I can.” 


“Let's do it!” exclaimed Bernard. 
“Good luck to both of you,” said Seng. “Prepare for Menteer!” 


Bernard and Jinton stood in complete silence. Slowly their forms 
became transparent. As Bernard disappeared, his eyes sparkled with the 
joy of wonder. Within moments, the two vanished from the cave. Seng 
gave his approval with a nod. His gentle sureness eased the gosling's 
doubts. 


“Wow, Seng, it really works! Bernard and Jinton are gone! Menteer 
works! Not that I doubted you, sir, but to actually be at another place by 
willing it so... it's... it's incredible!” 


“Not so incredible, Little One,” Seng explained. “You can do 
anything if you believe it so.” 


“T believe it! I really do, now!” confirmed the gosling. 


He looked at the entrance of the cave and back to Seng. After a 
moment of thought, Little One questioned the usage of Menteer. 


“I was wondering sir, how come you and Jinton didn't Menteer to 
escape from your people, and why didn't you have Rat use it to go to the 
lookout?” 


Seng looked at his new companion as a professor observing a student. 
“Good questions, Little One. But you see, sometimes what appears easiest 
is not always the best strategy. For Rat to suddenly materialize among the 
Eracs would cause much turmoil. “The Eracs should feel in charge of the 
situation. We want to take advantage of their overconfidence. All must 
seem normal at the lookout.” 


The gosling nodded his approval. 


“As for our escape,” Seng continued, “my people are well aware of 
Menteer. They have been using it for many, many years. They know how 
to follow one who journeys in this manner. By tracing energy patterns, 
they could locate our exact position. Our only hope for escape was to 
ignore that particular art of travel and make our way on foot.” 


Oh, Little One said in thought. I think I understand what you are 
saying. The gosling paused and again watched the mouth of the cavern. 
“Seng? Do you think the Eracs are the worstest enemy we have?” 


Seng picked up the tiny bird and stared deeply into his blue eyes. 
“No, Little One, your worst enemy is yourself; for example, when we 
dwell on negativity. The Eracs are enemies of themselves, and that is why 
my plan will work.” 


Cirrus clouds feathered the sky far above the cave while a cold 
northern wind swept the contour of the mountain. Heavy branches 
unloaded their collection of weighted crystals. As the wind rearranged the 
previous day's landscaping, Seng and Little One waited inside the cavern 
for Rat's arrival. 


“IT wonder how come Rat hasn't showed up yet?” said the gosling. 
“Jinton just heard him a little bit ago. He should have been here by now. 
What'll we do, Seng?” 


“Well, Little One, I sense that the Eracs are very near. It is up to you 
to lure them inside. We shall assume Rat is following them. I have 
attempted to contact him mentally, but his mind is not opened at this time. 
We will know more very soon. Remember now, no violence. All you'll 
need to do is gain their attention. When you challenge one at their own 
game, naturally, they will have the advantage. Now, one more time, Little 
One, what do you say to yourself if you feel fear?” 


“T say, ‘My fear is their power’.” 
“Right! Are you ready?” 

“Yes, sir, I'm ready!” 

“Okay, Little One, now!” 


Seng hurried to the back of the cave, and the brave little gosling 
darted out the entrance as quickly as his webbed feet would carry him. He 
fluttered his wings for additional speed. When Little One looked up, he 
saw the troop of dinosaur-dragon creatures slithering in his direction at an 
incredible speed. 


Oh, my, they're really close! he thought. They look mean, too. I didn't 
expect so many! What if the plan doesn't work? Where's Rat? Maybe I 
should run for it. 


Far in the back of his frightened mind he heard Seng's words. 


“Tf you should feel fear, repeat these words: ‘My fear is their power’.” 
He quickly sang the chant several times. 


Well, here goes! thought the gosling after taking a deep breath. He 
flapped his wings. 


“Hey! Funny lookin' dinosaur! You! With the weird nose! Over here, 
dummy!”. 


The Eracs accelerated their movement toward the cave. 
“Your mother wears combat boots!” the gosling taunted. 


In the back of the cave, Seng was shaking his head. “I must say, the 
gosling's methods of attracting attention are not exactly what I had in 
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mind. But, as Bernard would say, 'Whatever works’. 


Seng strained to see the gosling's progress. Just inside the opening, 
Little One was running back and forth luring all the Eracs into the cave. 


“Can't catch me!” he teased. 


With those words, an angry Erac grabbed the gosling. Seng quickly 
stepped from the rear of the cave. 


“Please unhand my friend.” 
“Seize him!” shouted the leader. Several Eracs charged Seng. 


“That is not necessary,” Seng calmly replied as he raised his arm to 
halt the aggressors. “You are all prisoners in this cavern. Look.” Seng 
pointed to the mouth of the cave. The Erac holding Little One carefully 
examined the entrance. 


“T see nothing! You are tricking me!” 


“Ah, you see nothing, but if you try to leave you will be unable to do 


bb) 


SO. 


The leader tossed the gosling down and advanced to the opening of 
the cave. He assured his troop that Seng's words were chicanery. The Erac 
walked straight into an invisible wall. He was notably angry as he slithered 
back to Seng. 


“So, you are the one with powers. I have been instructed to take you 
to the lookout. This force field is foolish on your part. We are many against 
you and that runt of a scalf.” 


Seng remained calm. He looked deeply into the Erac's octagon eyes. 
The leader sensed his probing and looked away. 


“Foolish?” asked Seng. “Perhaps. I have been called similar names. 
But you will neither harm my friend nor myself for I am the only one who 
can release the force field.” 


The Erac signaled his troop and flattened his body against the floor of 
the cave. The others followed. Their massive bodies then melted into a 
liquid form. Seng and the gosling watched reddish, brown pools run across 
the dirt floor, attempting to seep into the ground. A grumbling 
accompanied the process. 


“T should inform you that the force field is also on the floor of the 
cave,” said Seng. “You cannot escape no matter what form you take. Now 
then, may we speak of pressing matters involving the inhabitants of this 
mountain?” 


The Eracs returned to their previous shape. 
“You will regret your actions!” growled the leader. 


Seng smiled with confidence. He again tried probing the captive's 
mind. The Erac cast a film of mucus over his eyes as if pulling a shade 
over a window. 


“Very well,” Seng replied to his action, “we shall try words. Not 
allowing me into your mind does not prevent the truth from surfacing. I 
will seek the answers verbally. First, where is the muskrat? He is not with 
you?” 


The leader sneered, “I will not be interrogated!” He demanded, 
“Release us and I'll inform you as to the fate of that singing scalf!” 


“TI see... you have captured him,” Seng surmised. “So be it. Your 
people will learn a great deal from the muskrat's language. His power is 
with music.” 


“Ha!” the Erac scoffed. “The muskrat has no power. Scalfs are too 
stupid.” 

“You speak in ignorance,” replied Seng. “Let us continue with the 
debriefing. What is your name?” 


Each Erac in the cavern came to attention. Seng carefully noted their 
actions. Their vulnerable weakness was obvious. 


“Is the Marshal at the lookout?” Seng continued. 


“Yes,” replied the leader, “but you'll never reach the tower before 
being captured.” 


“That is all I needed to know. Thank you for the information. You 
have been more help than you realize. It is necessary that you remain here 
at the cave for a time. By tomorrow morning you and your troop will be 
released — unharmed. 


“My friend and I must leave now. Little One?” 


The gosling, who was weakened by the toss, pulled himself up. His 
body ached, and one of his wings hung as a flimsy rag. 


He limped toward Seng. 
“Are you all right?” inquired Seng. 
“Yes, sir,” he replied with discomfort. 


“Little One, I am taking you with me to the lookout. You will need to 
locate Rat and get him aboard the Delcycer. This force field will hold the 
Eracs here at the cave.” 


The gosling nodded and hobbled back to where Bernard and Jinton 
had successfully Menteered. A ball of light then rolled from Seng's hands 
and hovered over the Eracs. Seng turned to the troop leader. 


“When the light of the sphere diminishes, the force field will be 
inactive. You will be free to go at that time.” 


The Erac looked away in disgust. He signaled his troop, and they 
formed a huddle near the entrance. 


Seng walked back and took his place next to the gosling. 


The normally white glow surrounding his body tumed a deep green. 
He touched the ailing little gander. Seng's aura penetrated Little One with 
healing powers. The gosling's body responded with renewed energy. Little 
One smiled in gratitude. 


“Let us Menteer,” Seng then pronounced. 


As with Bernard and Jinton, their bodies slowly assimilated a 
transparent cast. Suddenly, the gosling's frightened voice called out in 
panic. 


“T can't, Seng! I can't! It's not working for me!” 
“Of course, you can, Little One. Concentrate.” 
“Tt's no use. I'm scared. I can't Menteer!” 

The gosling began to cry. 


Seng had important decisions to make. He did not like the idea of 
leaving the gosling with the Eracs, and he had no time to work with him on 
Menteering. It was likely that Bernard and Jinton already had custody of 
the Delcycer and would soon be arriving at the tower. There was also Rat 
to cons 


Seng examined alternative plans as he returned his body to the cave. 
He consoled the weeping gosling. 


“I'm nothin’ but a big baby,” cried Little One. “I've messed up 
everything. I wish I'd stayed with that farmer down south and gone to the 
auction and —” 


“Why do you give way to your worst enemy at a time like this?” 
asked Seng. 


“Huh? What do you mean?” 


“You have become your own enemy, Little One. This self-pity is 
defeating. Why are you not proud of this turn of events?” 


“Huh? bb) 


“The humans have an expression which applies to our situation: 
“There are two sides to every coin’. You have shown me that we cannot 
deal with the Eracs by being presumptuous.” 


“Huh? bb) 


“T took it for granted that these Eracs had no way of communicating 
with those at the tower — a careless assumption on my part. Someone is 
going to have to stay here and hold their attention so they may not contact 
anyone at the lookout. You have helped me realize my error before it was 
too late.” 

“Yeah?” said the gosling as he regained his confidence. “Well, it was 
nothin'’.” Then, the reality of what Seng had just said registered in his 
mind. “You mean you're going to leave me here with the Eracs all by 
myself?” 


“Only because I believe in you, Little One.” 


The gosling looked to the front of the cave where the Eracs were 
examining the force field. Some were still huddled in conversation. There 
seemed to be so many of them! And they were so big! The gosling looked 
away. His eyes turned to Seng who displayed compassion and confidence. 
Little One swallowed as if forcing his fears away. 


“Well, sure I can handle it, Seng. Say, you had better be going. If you 
see Rat, tell him... tell him everything will be okay. Now scoot, Seng. 
You're gonna be late.” 


“Yes, Little One, I shall be going now. Let us go to the front of the 
cave. If the Eracs have already relayed a message to the tower, I may be 
able to intercept it. But I cannot help you once I leave. So from here on out 
you are in charge of occupying this troop. The force field will keep the 
Eracs contained, and the sphere of light will aid you if there is any 
violence. I will return as soon as possible.” 


As the two walked to the front of the cave, Seng's image began to 
disappear. The gosling did not see his trusted friend Menteer from his side. 


“You know, Seng, I was never really afraid, exactly, I just... Seng...? 
Seng...? Did you go already... Seng?” 


The gosling's confidence rapidly faded. As he walked toward the 
Eracs, they turned in his direction. He gave a nervous chuckle and smiled 
insecurely. 


“Nice weather we're having. Well, not exactly nice weather. Actually, 
that was quite a storm really. Of course, if you like storms, I suppose the 
weather is nice but, then again, heh, heh, it all depends on what you like, 
right? Heh, heh?” 


The Eracs stared at the gosling with blank faces. Little One grew 
more nervous with each step. Finally the leader spoke. 
“Why are you here, and where is the one with powers?” 


“Oh, ah, you must mean Seng. He went out for a... ah, a walk. Yeah. 
He went for a walk. I thought I would stay here and keep you company. 
So, how ya doin'?” 


The Erac grunted. 
This is no good, thought Little One. I must keep them occupied. He 


gathered all the courage he could muster and bravely walked into the circle 
of Eracs. “Let's sing a song!” he said as he clapped his wings together. 


The Eracs were obviously not amused. A few, however, chuckled at 
the gosling's audacity. 
“No, really,” he said while walking over to the leader. 


“You there, sir. I'm sure you have a nice bass voice. I bet you're in the 
choir back home, huh?” 


“Well I, ah... stupid scalf! Don't you realize who we are? We can't 
sing! It's... it's... un-Erac-like.” 


“Sure you can, sir,” Little One replied. “Might as well pass the time 
while we're stuck here. We can't go anywhere, and a little song might make 
us all feel better. Okay? How ‘bout it?” 


Little One looked at the other Eracs. They were intrigued by the 
gosling's forwardness. None acknowledged his request, but he had 
succeeded in gaining their attention. 


“You guys are shy, huh? Well, as a matter of fact, I used to be a little 
shy myself. Don't worry. It goes away when you sing.” 


“Scalf,” said the leader, “let me enlighten you. We are Eracs. You are 
trapped in this cave with the most feared creatures on all of Earth. We can 
slaughter you. We can make a bed with your feathers. We can see how far 
your body will stretch. We can experiment with our powers on you. We 
can torture you just for the fun of it! And you want to sing with us?” 


The gosling's heart jumped from his throat to his webbed feet and 
back again. His stomach performed acrobatics. Under his down, sweat 
beads pounded on his skin to escape. But his outside appearance was cool 
and collected. 


“Now,” he said, “How many of you know Froggy Went a Courtin'?” 


No one answered. The Eracs were puzzled with the tiny scalf's 
courage. 


“That's okay,” said Little One, “I'll teach it to you!” 


Outside the cave, a stillness haunted the mountain. The northern wind 
had quieted, leaving silence to settle on Dominion. 


As a calm before the storm, nature rested while destiny took a ride on 
the wheel of fortune. 


Chapter XII 


THEATRE SEVEN 


Theatre Seven 
(vers libre) 


I 

Prelude to harmony, 

The symphonic poem of syncopation. 
Melody of life, 

A hit parade in concert. 

J. Paul Muskrat III, 

Theatre's design of music. 


II 

Synonyms and antonyms 
And heteronyms and idioms. 
The language of dialect 
Graced with artistry. 

Seng, 

Theatre's design of word. 


Ill 

Long and flowing beauteous strokes, 
The inner one depicts the hue. 
Nuances in subtle variation; 

To see with the eyes of an angel. 
Jinton, 

Theatre's design of picture. 


IV 


To be unstudied on 
Pleasure and peril, 
Spontaneous realism 
Frosted with naiveté. 
Little One, 

Theatre's design of youth. 


V 

Fidus Achates. 

The treaty of concord. 
Seasoned by knowledge 

He is my friend. 

Bernard, 

Theatre's design of friendship. 


VI 

The baron of influence did arise 
To oppress the gypsy's soul. 
Disguised as an omen; 

He relieved us of decision. 
Contu, 

Theatre's design of power. 


Vil 

Lore of Cantomy comes 
Hither from sand, 

Dragonic monstrous creatures. 
How withered flowers grow? 
Eracs, 

Theatre's design of fear. 


Chapter XIII 


OF DIMENSIONS AND TIME 


Bernard and Jinton's bodies lay stretched out on the frozen snow. The 
dark hues of their fur pronounced a contrast to the stark white ground. 
They slowly stirred as the icy wind slapped their faces. Jinton took a deep 
breath. He knew precious time would be lost with this delay. Urgency 
taunted his senses as he looked to the bear. 


Bernard pulled himself to a sitting position. He seemed dazed. 


“What happened, Jinton? I feel like I had a head-on with the side of a 
cliff.” 


The bear ran his paws up and down his body, assuring himself that he 
was, indeed, materialized in full. His head was light, and his instincts were 
keyed. He glanced at his companion with question. The artist gave a 
reassuring smile as he stood up and offered his arm to the bear. Bernard 
grabbed onto Jinton's arm and pulled himself to a standing position. 


“We have collided with a force field, my friend. We can go no further 
until a guard permits us to pass through the barrier. The purpose of the 
field is to prevent intruders from discovering the camp; it is a new shield, 
but that does not surprise me. Since I am an exile, it is likely I'll be 
captured immediately. Our problem is to convince the sentry to allow you 
through the shield. An identifier should be along any minute. Are you all 
right?” 

“Yeah, I'm fine,” said Bernard. “However, that's quite a protection 
device. Talk about a sudden halt! Your people really know how to —” 


Before Bernard could finish his sentence, he saw an oval center of 
light speeding in their direction. A chill ran down his spine as the bear 
pointed to the mysterious object. The light circled them in frantic loops. 


Jinton smiled. “A guard will be here in a moment. The light is 
identifying us and will transmit our energy to the control shures. I believe 
Darone will question us. I am acquainted with him, and he is fair.” 


Bernard decided not to ask for an explanation. This reality differed 
from anything the bear knew. He tried imagining what was inside the force 
field as he waited in silence. Bernard had many observations and questions 
to verbalize, but transforming his thoughts into words seemed an 
impossibility. His impatience grew. He examined his trust. He hardly knew 
Jinton and yet, here he was about to enter a realm that would change him 
forever. 


The bear sensed his future. 


As Jinton had predicted, the light hovered over them for only a short 
time before a sentry appeared. Jinton's eyes greeted the guard in eager 
anticipation. 


The two creatures locked stares while Bernard stood quietly. 


Judging from their eyes, the conversation was keen and concentrated, 
but the bear heard nothing. Possibilities haunted him while he watched the 
artist and the sentry. I wish I knew what they were saying, he thought as 
Jinton pointed to him. 


The guard looked at the earthling with curiosity. Bernard half-smiled, 
trying to be less conspicuous. He gave a sigh. 


Several minutes passed before Jinton finally turned to Bernard and 
spoke. 


“Darone is reluctant to let you enter the camp, Bernard. But he has 
agreed on one condition. He insists that you wear a blinder. I am sorry, but 
it is the only way you will be allowed to pass the field. Once we get to the 
camp, I will request a meeting with Contu and the council and you will be 
able to remove the blinder.” 


Bernard shrugged his shoulders. “Well, if that's how it is, that's how it 
is, I guess. I don't mind a blindfold. Give me the kerchief and let's get on 
with it.” 


“Kerchief?” questioned Jinton. 


The guard handed Jinton a pair of gold-tinted glasses and he in turn 
handed them to Bernard. 


“Here is your blinder, Bernard. What is ‘kerchief’?” 
Bernard snickered at the glasses. 


“This is my blindfold? Boy-" He placed the glasses over his eyes with 
full intention of finishing his sentence, but the blinder captured his 
attention. 


The 
environment 
took a golden cast. 
Bernard looked to the sky. 
Clouds whisked around him, forming 
kaleidoscopic shapes and patterns. Yel- 
lows, blues and reds combined, as if spinning 
on a color wheel. The bear floated through the clouds, 
gliding in and around the colors. He stretched his arms to 
their full length. An iced-blue glaze left the tips of his claws 
and spiraled into the sky. He brought his paws together In slow 
motion. Bernard's massive arms became as one. The colors, clouds 
glaze and lines were time; an entity he could touch. The Earth 
summoned his view. Waves of mist washed against his legs. 
Sinking-he was sinking. Pulled down into a pool of blue, 
blue water. He stroked with a swimming motion as the 
the force of the cool water molded around his body. 
He swam into a reef of frosted crystal flowing in 
to a misty fog. The fog blended with clouds 
and colors until his environment again 
took a golden cast. He felt the 
familiarity of a friend. 
He called out. 
“Jinton?” 


“You may remove the blindfold, Bernard. We are here.” 


Jinton's voice sounded dimensions away. The bear slowly placed his 
paws on the glasses. He was beginning to feel returned to the mountain he 
knew. Bernard removed his blinder and squinted while his eyes adjusted to 
the light. He looked for Jinton. 


“T am here, friend,” Jinton said from behind the bear. 


Bernard whirled to see the artist imprisoned in a kind of glass 
encasement not much bigger than his body. He started for his companion 
and realized that he also was held captive in a similar cage. The bear took 
a deep breath. 


And what did you expect? he thought to himself. Naturally they 
weren't going to send a welcoming committee for your arrival! Stay calm 
and find out what's going on before you do something stupid! 


Bernard tried to relax. He looked to his right and saw a large group of 
Jinton's people staring at him. They sat in a semi-circle with crossed legs 
and arms. He was taken aback by the sight. The creatures watched 
Bernard's every move. He felt as though a million eyes were on him. He 
grew nervous and fidgety. 


“It's all right, Bernard,” said Jinton. “The meeting has already begun. 
They look at you to study your intentions. My people are deciding if they 
should help the inhabitants of this mountain. They want to know more of 
you.” 


“Yeah, well why don't they just ask me?” 


“Their communication is another way, Bernard — as Seng and I have 
explained.” 


“T know that, Jinton. But I feel like my whole being is on display for 
these creatures to examine and stare at. It's a weird feeling.” 


Jinton then looked back to his people. He nodded and returned his 
energy to Bernard. 


“They are going to review the matter at hand and come to a final 
decision. I cannot tell you how long it will take. We must be patient.” 


Bernard watched the council form a complete circle. He then leaned 
back on the glass, closed his eyes and let his mind wander. He recalled 
Little One's summary of Seng's plan: Then Bernard and Jinton go get the 
Delcycer and take it to the lookout. 


How the bear wished it were all that simple. He thought of autumn 
and remembered the animal's version of a council meeting. Those 
assemblies were so important at the time and now seemed silly and 


unnecessary. He glanced toward the circle of Jinton's people. Were they 
more human than animal? Did they have insecurities? Was Jinton afraid? 
The bear pondered how the artist put his freedom on the line for the 
inhabitants of Dominion. Jinton had seen three creatures from this planet 
and was risking his liberty for Earthlings he had never met. 


It was uncomfortably quiet. Waiting — wondering — wishing — 
thinking. 


“How much longer is this gonna take?” Waiting. The bear thumped 
his paw on the floor of the cage. 


“Are you all right?” asked Jinton, breaking the bear's train of thought. 


“Well, under the circumstances I guess I'm okay. I can't say much for 
these accommodations however. I couldn't hang out in one of these cages 
for very long.” 


“Tt will be over soon,” Jinton said with compassion. “The pages are 
unfolding, but in a dimension where time is not a reality.” 


The confused bear looked at the blinder and smiled. 


Chapter XIV 


THE DECISION 


Bernard watched the council take their places and again establish a 
communication with Jinton. The artist smiled in triumph. 


“Bernard! I have good news. My people have agreed to help. We are 
very fortunate. Bernard! Do you not see? We have succeeded!” 


Bernard raised one eyebrow and peered at Jinton with suspicion. 


“What are the conditions, Jinton? Seng said that they would bargain. 
What is it they want? Your freedom? Seng's freedom? Do they wish to 
study Earthlings? What is this costing us?” 


Jinton shook his head and said nothing. After giving the answer some 
thought, he put his hands on the glass, rested his head against the cage and 
spoke in a saddened voice. 


“After our mission, Seng and I will return for imprisonment.” 
Bernard slammed his fist against the side of the cage. 


The glass shook as the enclosure wobbled with the force. Jinton and 
the others startled at the bear's outburst. 


“No!” he shouted. “No deal! You tell them that it is not acceptable! 
There is no way we can agree with those terms.” 


“Bemard,” Jinton calmly replied, “we are not in a position to 
negotiate. I do not see that we have a choice in the matter. You and I are 
the prisoners. It is my people who have the bargaining power.” 


“No,” Bernard repeated. “No deal! Tell them to forget it! What's the 
difference between being imprisoned here or with the Eracs? You and Seng 
are just a couple of martyrs. We shouldn't have come. I can't believe how 
all of you play with freedom as if it were a toy. I thought you and... 
these... these... whatever you are, were compassionate! Personally, I don't 


want your help. They'll fight for our freedom and the price is your 
freedom? Tell them to —” 


“Your friend is candidly honest with his opinion, Jinton.” 


All eyes sought the new voice. One of Jinton's people stood apart 
from the council. He was larger than the others and had a darker, deeper 
coat of fur. Bernard had the impression that he was older. The others in the 
council looked at him with shock. Jinton was probably most shaken by the 
sounds coming from his leader. 


“Contu, you... you speak?” 


“Yes, Jinton,” said the leader, “I speak. You forget that Seng and I 
shared our youth. As children, we were mischievous. We experimented 
with voice, even though it was unlawful. But, as we grew, I was drawn to 
leadership, and Seng continued his fascination with sound. Today, I am 
beginning to understand a point Seng made when he was imprisoned. He 
said ‘The tone of voice enhances communication’. I did not understand 
until I heard the bear express anger. Your friend accuses us of playing with 
the word freedom. He is correct. Our judgment is hypocritical. Our terms 
are not acceptable.” Jinton turned to Bernard and smiled. The bear nodded 
his approval and looked toward the leader. 


“Then, you'll help us-with no strings attached?” asked Bernard. 


“1 do not understand your terminology but, yes, we will help you 
because it is the right thing to do. Perhaps we can show Jinton and Seng, 
through example, that we are not as narrow-minded as they believe us to 
be. How may we assist you?” 


“We need the Delcycer,” stated Bernard, feeling sure of himself. “Our 
idea is to go to the lookout tower, pick up Seng and the Marshal and give 
Seng the opportunity to state the Marshal's name. Then we’ll return the 
Delcycer to you, and hopefully, all will return to normal on the mountain.” 


“And how, exactly, does Seng intend to name the Marshal?” 
questioned Contu. 


“Beats me,” said Bernard as he shrugged his shoulders. “You'll have 
to take that question up with Seng.” 


“Who would pilot the Delcycer?” asked Contu. 


“Well, that's another problem,” said Bernard. “We'll need to borrow a 
pilot. I know we're asking a lot,” he added, “but it would only be for a 
short time.” 


“Yes, you are asking a lot, bear, and it would appear that Seng has 
already assumed we would help. Perhaps he knows something we don't. 
Very well, you may use the Delcycer and an experienced pilot.” Contu 
paused and then added, “You are an interesting salesman — quite sure of 
yourself.” 


“Well, I don't know about that, but I want to make absolutely sure that 
Seng and Jinton will have their freedom when this whole mess is over.” 


“Why do you show such loyalty to creatures you hardly know?” 
inquired Contu. 


“I think that question applies more to Jinton and Seng,” answered 
Bernard. 


“T have found the Earthlings to have much wisdom,” Jinton 
interjected. “They are survival oriented as we are, but share a fidelity with 
one another.” 


“You may walk away from the enclosures,” Contu said while 
absorbing Jinton's words. 


The artist passed through the glass as though it were not there. 
Bernard followed, turned to look at the cage and felt it with a scientific 
curiosity. Jinton signaled Bernard to follow as he headed into the trees. 
Bernard hurried to catch up. 


The bear wondered exactly where they were. He thought he knew 
every inch of the mountain, but was confused not to recognize this area. 
His companion moved ahead with determination. 


“Okay, Jinton, maybe I don't know you that well, but I can sense that 
you're not exactly tickled with this situation. We got the Delcycer, didn't 
we? What's the matter?” 


“To be truthful, Bernard, I am not sure. Perhaps it is all the change in 
my life lately; maybe I'm not adjusting well. Something is not as it should 
be and I cannot explain.” 


“Why? 'Cause ole Contu talked? Does that bother you?” 


“It certainly surprised me,” said Jinton as they again moved in the 
direction of the Delcycer. The bear decided to pay attention to the path and 
forget guessing his locale or why Jinton seemed distraught. He plunged 
ahead. 


After a few more minutes of travel, Bernard halted behind Jinton and 
looked up: 


The Delcycer 
Recycled beginnings 
Before me to know, 
An ark 

A vessel 

A ship of wonder. 
It is, 

I know that it is. 
Musical patterns 

In classical rhythm 
While tone and hue 
Create a space. 


Mirrors of image 
Stand before me. 
The craft is a feeling. 


Bernard saw sound. He saw space. The Delcycer: what was it? The 
ship took image from within Bernard's mind. Could he touch it? So much 
to absorb this day. Was the ship really there? How could this be? He felt 
the craft. Yes, indeed, the Delcycer was. It just was. 


The bear smiled. He felt he should comment but found no words to 
express his understanding. Jinton transmitted a thought into his mind. We 
share in viewing the height of creativity by my people. 


The sun warmed them from the western skies. It was nearly time to 
leave the protected forest and take flight to the lookout. Seng would be 
waiting. 


“Funny how we complicate the most simple of things,” Bernard said 
to Jinton. 


“Has my friend turned philosophical?” 


“Yeah, I guess so. It's kind of like a chess game, see. You can study 
strategic moves for years and years and prepare for all possible 
complications that could possibly arise. But, when you actually play the 
game, it's merely knowing your opponent.” 


“What is ‘chess’?” asked Jinton. 


“Oh, well, it's... ah... it's a game that was invented by humans... a 
game of war, only you use objects instead of lives. When the game is over, 
you put away the pieces until the next time you play.” 


“Perhaps I will learn your ‘chess’ sometime, Bernard. Then I might 
know strategy on another scale. I believe I would prefer this chess you 
speak of overusing the lives of animals. I am learning so very much from 
you.” 


Bernard was humbled by Jinton's words. He marveled at how the 
artist, who possessed so many powers, made him feel as an equal with 
something to share. 


As the day moved toward the western mountains, Bernard and Jinton 
climbed aboard the Delcycer. They waited quietly for the arrival of the 
pilot. Bernard sat near the controls while Jinton took his place in the rear. 
The bear grew nervous with the thought of his first flight. 


“The pilot approaches to our left.” Jinton said. 


Bernard watched from a viewer in front of him. He hardly recognized 
their aviator as one of Jinton's people. The pilot's fur was completely 
covered with a metallic cream. “Must be some kind of conductor,” Bernard 
surmised. The pilot said nothing as he attached some wires to his temples. 
He pressed three of the colored knobs in front of him. Bernard waited for 
some kind of sound but heard nothing. He grabbed his seat and prepared 
himself for takeoff. 


The bear knew from watching birds and planes that a takeoff required 
precision and skill. They would soon defy the laws of gravity. His 
excitement mounted as he waited for the air to push against the craft. 


I'll be able to talk to Oliver about flying! he thought. This is 
incredible! 

The bear decided to watch the takeoff from the window at his side. 
He glanced through the viewer and did a double take. Far above the trees, 
somewhere between the ground and the clouds, the Delcycer was in flight. 
He had felt nothing, and they were only moments away from the tower. 
The first part of their mission was completed, Bernard sighed in relief. He 
felt a part of the sky. Peace hovered in and around them; the kind of peace 
that lingers in memory. 


Chapter XV 


MYSTERY IN CLUE 


“Before you know it, Dominion will be all concrete and fast food 
restaurants and parking lots!” 


“Martha, I regret that you will not approve of my stay at the cabin.” 
“That's right, it's hunting season.” 

“Let's all have a Winter Carnival!” 

“The Armadillo Concert Company proudly presents —” 

“Are they mean to geese where you live?” 

“Will you teach me to speak?” 

“T'm sorry Oliver, but I'm no match against those ruthless creatures.” 


Five months and twelve days of time encompassed the void as Seng 
Menteered toward the lookout. Voices surrounded him with previous 
statements to recreate the circumstances that led him to the tower. He 
searched the tunnel of vastness for any signal which may have been sent 
by the Erac troop. He found nothing. 


Seng then materialized just beneath the towering lookout. 


His arrival went unnoticed by the dozen Eracs sparsely scattered 
around the lofty building. He transmitted a mental search for Rat, but there 
was no response. Seng's concern grew. He repeated his calls to no avail. 
Rat was either unconscious, unable to reply or he was dead. Seng could not 
locate a scent or sound from the missing muskrat. 


A snow-weighted pine cone fell from a nearby tree. Seng gazed at the 
moss-covered branches. His eyes roamed up the trunk to the top of the 
ranging Ponderosa. The tree stood tallest in a forest of pine. 


“Now that I have your attention,” said the tree, “I shall assist you with 
your quest. My age is ringed by many seasons, and I rarely play a puzzle 


part. Ah, but the mystery is fascinating. You are from a few who listen to 
the thoughts of others. Therefore, I will reward you with clues. Pay 
attention to the secrets of riddle and you shall know who, why and where: 


The sleuth doth seek a wandering soul 
Whose Melody's d'amour. 

While tower and power seeks revenge 
And all is not what it seems. 

You speak well and you listen well, 
But seeing is believing.” 


Seng pondered the clues for only a moment. His thoughts were 
interrupted by the alerted guards. He was seized immediately. The newly- 
captured scalf offered no resistance as they drug him up the steep climbing 
stairs of the lookout. 


“What is it?” roared a voice from the inside of the tower. 


“We have captured another scalf. This one is different. He just 
happened — out of nowhere!” 


“Bring him in!” 
The Eracs forced Seng through the entrance. Two of the guards held 
him in place while the Marshal studied every inch of his being. The room 


was silent. Seng stood composed as the Eracs examined him. The 
notorious leader then laughed. 


“Well, well, well,” said the Marshal, “if it isn't the gracious 
humanitarian paying us a call — and the one with powers at that! Tell me, 
can you turn this humble tower into something more suitable for an Erac 
Marshal? Can you change the trees into cacti? Can you vanish this 
disgusting snow?” 


Seng made no reply to the sarcasm. 


The Marshal slammed his fist on the desk in front of him . “Answer 
me! What can you do, scalf?” 


“There is no secret to my abilities,’ Seng calmly replied. “I merely 
exercise my beliefs.” 


(But seeing is believing.) 


The leader looked to the guards and signaled them to wait outside the 
tower door. The watchmen obediently slithered from the tiny room. The 
Marshal turned his back to Seng and stared out the large plate glass 
window. 


Seng fixed his concentration on the controlling force behind the 
relentless Eracs. The leader's essence was deep and, from within, dark 
lines shot as rays from the back of his neck to the tip of his tail. His body 
was a scar of struggle, as if indicating his position had been obtained by 
force. He blended with a heavy mist of grayed fog which surrounded him. 
In many ways he was unlike the other Eracs Seng had observed. The 
Marshal was not centralized. He seemed — implied. 


(While tower and power soars for revenge) 
“Why have you come?” asked the Marshal, still watching the view. 


“Did you not request my capture? You seem to know a great deal 
about me. How is that?” 


“T did not become the Marshal from stupidity. Where did you receive 
your information?” 


“From the Eracs you sent out earlier. But, I have also come to you 
about another scalf. Where is the muskrat? I wish for him to be released.” 


“Oh, really?” The Marshal turned to Seng. “Do not be forward with 
me! Your wish is denied!” 


(wandering soul whose Melody's d'amour) 


“T have your soldiers in custody. Let us make a trade: the return of 
your troop in exchange lor the muskrat.” 


The Marshal's expression changed into a half-amused smile. 


“Very well,” he said, “present this alleged troop of Eracs, and I will 
signal a guard to bring the scalf. Then we continue this discussion.” 


“T'm afraid that is impossible,” Seng answered. “However, if you wish 
to go to the cave where they are held captive, I could assure you that the 
soldiers are not ‘alleged’ as you say.” 


“Surely you jest! You think I am a fool?” 


“On the contrary,” Seng replied as he glanced out the window. “I 
think you are very good at what you do.” 


“The Marshal gave a surly, harsh sound. He slithered across the room 
and then returned to the desk. As he glanced at his new prisoner, he noted 
Seng watching the window. 


“Expecting someone?” 
“Yes,” Seng answered. 
“T see. And what is your next move?” 


“A space craft will soon arrive. You will board with me in order to 
assure the release of your troop. I wish to name you while in flight.” 


The Marshal's look of amusement vanished in fury. He gritted his 
teeth while smoke poured from his nostrils. His eyes grew red as did the 
fog around him. He battled himself with his own anger. Seng had struck a 
nerve. 


“You cannot come here and control!” he shouted. “Guards!” 


Eight of the Marshal's devoted attendants rushed into the room. They 
grabbed Seng and awaited instructions. 


“A craft is coming to the tower! Use the exsecter sensor and destroy 
anything in the air!” 


The Marshal then turned to Seng. 
“You are without power in my domain!” 


(all is not what it seems) 


Chapter XVI 


A FRIEND DEPARTS 


Bernard watched a small screen near his seat with fascination. The 
video relayed an account of the lookout. With computerized motion, 
details of the tower and surrounding area appeared before the bear and 
pilot. All life-forms came into view. Bernard saw pictures of Seng, the 
Marshal and Erac sentries guarding the lookout. This amazing machine 
strengthened the bear's confidence. He watched the pilot take note of the 
video's diagram. 


“Well, Bernard,” said the aviator, “what is your opinion of flight?” 
“Oh, well, I think... it's...” Bernard fell silent. 

“Contu? Is that you? You’re our pilot?” 

“Yes, Bernard,” answered Contu. 

“But why?” inquired the bear. 


“T have joined the mission for three reasons. One, the Delcycer is 
programmed for me to pilot. Naturally, it could be reprogrammed, but I 
wish to see these Eracs you speak of. I also feel it necessary to open 
communication with Seng. It's time we all worked together. Do you not 
agree, Jinton?” 


The artist made no reply. In fact, he had not spoken since the 
Delcycer left the camp. Jinton watched his leader with no expression. 


“Ha! This is great!” Bernard said with excitement. “I can't wait to see 
the Marshal's face when he boards the ship. This'll teach him to come to 
Dominion. He's messin’ with the wrong forest!” Bernard paused and 
looked to Jinton. “Hey, ole buddy? You're awfully quiet. Everything 
okay?” 


Jinton smiled as he contemplated a reply. 


“I very much enjoy watching you express emotion, Bernard. Your 
excitement, your determination and even your anger state the beauty of an 
open and honest communication.” 


“Well, thanks, Jinton. That's a real nice compliment. You know? I've 
got a feeling it'll take some time adjusting to a normal, quiet life again. My 
only problems used to be getting enough sleep, getting enough to eat and 
keepin’ everybody mellow at the council meetings.” Bernard chuckled in 
reflection. 


He then looked to the pilot. “Sometimes I don't express my gratitude 
enough, Contu. I really appreciate you helping us.” 


“Perhaps I will be able to discuss this situation with the Marshal,” 
Contu responded. “Often times a leader-to-leader conversation is most 
advantageous. Besides, it is imperative that I understand Seng's 
involvement. He is distraught and for good reason.” 

The evening's arrival brought warmer temperatures to the mountain. 
The moon was at its quarter phase and offered little light through the 
clouding skies. Suddenly, the Delcycer seemed frozen in its darkened 
surroundings. Bernard tensed as though someone had dropped a load of 
explosives in his lap. 


“Do you guys feel like something is about to happen?” 


“The controls!” shouted Contu. “We have lost our power! We are 
dropping in altitude. Hang on!” 


(This should probably be dated but I don't even know what day it is) 


DELCYCER LOG 
FINAL FLIGHT: ENTRY NOTES 
by Bernard 


I'm sure the creators of this craft have a more sophisticated 
method of log entry, but I can't find anything that even 
remotely looks like a journal. Jinton is now meditating to 


channel some sort of a camouflage over this ship. I'm 
passing the time by recording the flight's events. It's not very 
technical, but the following is how I witnessed the 
Delcycer's final flight: 


We were destined for the lookout tower here on Dominion. 
Our pilot (Contu) acted like everything was normal for about 
the first 15 minutes of flight. Then he shouted that we had 
lost our power and we were going to crash. We waited, not 
actually realizing it was all happening. I wasn't shook up till 
it was all over. The Delcycer went down at an incredible 
speed. When the craft reached the treetops, a large branch 
flipped us over. We smashed down into a bank of snow. Then 
Jinton called out, “Is everyone all right?” I looked back at 
him wondering why he was upside-down. Then I realized I 
was, too. Jinton wasn't hurt, and I just cut my lip a little, 
that's all. Then, I think we both crawled over to the pilot's 
side of the craft. It's all just a bad memory now. We called 
out to Contu, but he didn't answer our pleas. The pilot is 
dead. Jinton insisted on getting Contu's body out. I didn't 
question his motives. We placed the body in a nearby 
clearing. I'm not sure where we were, ‘cause, at the time, it 
was getting dark. I remember crying. Jinton asked why. He 
thought I was in pain. Believe me, I was. I asked if he felt 
sad at the loss. I wanted to surrender — give up on our 
whole mission. Contu's death was a rough one for me. Jinton 
did not understand. He said Contu was not gone or lost. He 
had given up his body. That's all. Then he went into a thing 
about how energy can't die. I don't remember his exact 
words, but he said he placed Contu's body in the clearing so 
others could feed on it. Then he asked me how many could 
eat on a body that size. I 'spose my opinion of how these 
creatures handle death would be out of place in their journal. 
Let me just say that they lost a great leader tonight. I only 
knew him briefly, but I was sincerely impressed. After we 
looked at Contu's body for a minute, we slowly walked back 
to the Delcycer. 


End of entry. 


Signed, 
Bernard 


Scattered flakes of snow fell from the darkened sky. The atmosphere 
catered to Bernard's depression. The eve was dark and morbid as Jinton 
and Bernard made their way up the mountain. Emotions gained control of 
his thoughts. His depression grew as a cancer until Bernard's total being 
generated negativity. 


“We haven't heard from Seng, Contu is dead and the Delcycer is 
belly-up. We're finished, Jinton.” 


“Do all Earthlings tend to see the negative side of things when destiny 
does not flow as they would have it?” 


“Yeah, usually,” replied Bernard. “We're done. Finished. Might as 
well face it-we tried but now the Eracs have control.” 


“Oh, Bernard,” said the artist, half grinning, “you are joking with 
Jinton, yes?” The bear made no comment, He began to realize that his 
companion was not going to see things the same way. He decided to keep 
his opinion to himself. 


“Let us joke later, my friend. Right now we need to find an alternative 
plan. I will go for help. My people have stage models of the earlier 
Delcycer. Perhaps I can obtain some sort of craft. Seng cannot name the 
Marshal where he is in control. The title would not be clear. The Eracs are 
masters at disguise. We must bring our own environment to the tower for 
the naming. You go to the lookout and explain our situation to Seng.” 


“And just what am I supposed to do about the Erac guards? Have 
them join me for tea?” Bernard's frustration sounded in his voice. 


Jinton stopped walking and looked directly into Bernard's eye. 


“Why do you walk with me if you already feel defeated?” Bernard 
stood firm. 


“Look at the facts, Jinton. We've already lost one to this cause; maybe 
more. Who knows what's happened to the gosling, Rat and Seng? We are 
outnumbered; probably 100 to 1. We have no defense. If we surrendered, 
maybe there wouldn't be much violence.” 


Jinton sighed. “You are not joking, are you? This depression is 
sincere.” The bear looked away. “First of all, Bernard, you saw Seng on 
the video in the Delcycer. He is fine. And, if something were amiss with 
Rat or the gosling, we would be able to sense their distress. I mentioned 
learning from your emotions, Bernard. But emotions are only a part of you. 
Do not let your feelings have complete control of the situation. You have 
so many tools to use. Your logic would be the better source to call upon at 
this time. As for our being outnumbered, that is not an issue. There is to be 
no violence. If we were in battle, your points would be valid. But the 
amount of Eracs at the lookout does not matter.” Jinton placed his paw on 
Bernard's shoulder. “Earlier today you bravely went to my people, 
outnumbered by hundreds, slammed your fist against the imprisonment 
and refused to compromise for freedom. Have you forgotten?” 


Bernard chuckled. “You know, for just learning this language, you 
sure have a way with words. As much as J hate to admit it, I'm acting like a 
fool. You're right. I'll go to the lookout and help Seng. Jinton?” 


“Yes?” 

“Have your people ever been violent?” 

“Yes, but we've learned to investigate our emotions.” 

“How do you do that? Haven't you ever wanted to punch somebody?” 


Jinton laughed at the bear's phrasing. “Yes, of course, I have. You see, 
Bernard, at some time in one's life the idea of violence has to be examined. 
You should investigate your emotions to understand yourself,.” 


“In other words, we shouldn't stifle our violent instincts — rather 
investigate them?” 


“Exactly.” 


“How?” 


“By knowing yourself and understanding the Universal Law.” 
“What's the Universal Law?” 

“Tt is wrong to kill beyond need.” 

“What if I need to kill an Erac?” 

“Why would you?” 

“Well, say if my life were threatened. Then what?” 


“Bernard, I think you have forgotten Seng's strategy. The Eracs are 
experts with violence. If we wish to succeed with this confrontation we 
must follow our own talents. No one can win a war. 


“Hbhhmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm.” 
“What?” 
“Oh, just thinking. Jinton, you are a good friend and teacher.” 


“As you are, Bernard. I had better leave now. I wish you luck at the 
tower.” 


As Jinton spoke his last sentence, he was already becoming 
transparent. The bear trudged on alone through the deep snow while 
contemplating the artist's philosophy. After traveling nearly two miles, he 
was halted by a troop of Eracs and a cob-webbed netting was cast over his 
massive body. 


Bernard faced the enemy. As he looked into their dark eyes he felt 
their poisoned glare. This is all too much for one day, he thought. His body 
felt heavy, and his head was dizzy. He fell to his knees while attempting to 
speak. The weight and thickness of his tongue seemed impossible to move. 


“IT muth sthee Mmarrthel — methage,” said the bear as he lost 
consciousness. 


Sometime later, Bernard awoke inside the tower. His eyes were 
blurred. He heard an unfamiliar voice in the background. 


“Ah, he is awake now. We have been waiting for you, bear. State your 
message, and answer a few questions. You are on my territory now, and I 
am in charge. Do you understand?” 


“Yeah,” yawned Berard. “I understand. I bring a message from the 
animals in this forest. We're not gonna be your scalfs, and you'll just have 
to leave.” Bernard squinted. “Why can't I see you?” 


The Marshal burst into laughter. 


“T don't see what's so funny,” growled Bernard, feeling rather 
insulted. 


“Your demands are humorous, scalf. First of all, no one tells me what 
I must or must not do. As I said, I am in charge now. As for your other 
questions, you will see in due time. The drug is rapidly wearing off-much 
more quickly than it did for the muskrat. Of course, we put him back under 
again. Consider the netting as a part of your future also.” 


Bernard sat up in thought. “They got Rat? With that netting stuff? 
Where's Seng? They got him, too?” 


As though Seng had heard Bernard's thoughts, he spoke in his 
assuring baritone voice. 


“T am here, friend. We are discussing the fate of all those involved.” 
Seng's words comforted Bernard. The bear was beginning to make out 
forms with his eyes and the man-ape-bear creature was a welcomed sight. 
He smiled with relief. 


“Did you come alone?” asked Seng. 


“Silence!” demanded the Marshal. “I ask the questions! Scalf! Are 
you alone? Who was flying the craft? Where are the others?” 


Before Bernard could answer, Seng spoke again. “Release the bear 
and the muskrat. They are not involved in the battle of powers and are 
insignificant to you.” 


“No!” shouted the Marshal. “Do not tell me what to do! I have had 
enough of your words for one day. Guards! Take these scalfs down by the 
rocks. Cover them with sphar while I decide their fate.” 


The moon peeked through the clouds and glistened on the white 
ground. A light wind tossed snowflakes into drifts, each at its own pace. 
The evening was oddly quiet; the kind of quiet that waits with anticipation. 
Bernard and Seng were dragged down the steps, pushed into the rocks and 
covered with netting. 


The bear quickly returned to a sleeping state. Seng, who was 
unaffected by the sphar, watched Bernard with empathy. He wondered why 
the Earthlings did not recognize their abilities. 


After a brief rest, the man-ape-bear creature Menteered back to the 
tower. 


Chapter XVII 


MELODY'S D'AMOUR 


“Oooooo0000000000hhh, my head!” Rat pushed on his skull, hoping 
to relieve some of the pressure. His vision was blurred. Shapes and images 
were clouded into a mass of revolving daze. His eyelids seemed weighted, 
and a pulsating rhythm pounded between his temples. The muskrat had a 
headache he would remember for some time. 


“Take this, and the pain will be relieved,” said a voice next to him. 
Rat ignored the offering. Someone gently removed the muskrat's paw from 
his temple and placed a small clay bowl into his palm. An aroma similar to 
fresh walnuts penetrated Rat's nostrils. He grew nauseated as he sniffed the 
warm, syrupy substance. The muskrat slowly drank the broth deciding that, 
whatever the liquid was, it had to be better than his headache. 


He didn't care about the effects or consequences. His only concern 
was relieving the pain that capped his skull. As Rat swallowed, the broth 
changed into a gaseous state, flowing directly into his head. Fumes pulled 
away from his skull, taking the pain with it. The pressure was gone. Rat 
breathed a sigh of relief. The muskrat gave effort to sitting up, but a dizzy, 
light head convinced him to remain still. 


“Your system will return to normal shortly. I have never known the 
sphar to have such a strong effect on anyone. You must have taken a great 
deal into your lungs.” 


Rat turned his head to the voice. “I can't see.' 


“You will in a moment. Relax and let your conscious find its place. 
The drug is nearly removed.” 


Rat summoned his reasoning. “What's happening? I'm a prisoner! 
How did I — The Eracs!” he remembered. With difficulty the muskrat 
slowly pulled himself to a sitting position. Images began taking shape as 


his eyes cleared. The stranger next to him was an Erac guard. Rat recalled 
his capture and the powerful netting that led to his being a captive. 


He rubbed his face. 


“Where am I?” he asked while examining his prison. A mesh wiring 
surrounded Rat in a tent-fashion on three sides. The structure was attached 
to a rock wall embedded on a cliff. “You are at the Eracs' Kium,” answered 
the guard. 


“That's terrific!” Rat responded in a sarcastic tone. “Gee, I've always 
wanted to see Kium. Which way's the beach?” 


Rat looked at his guard with curiosity. Unlike the others, this Erac's 
skin was scaled in brilliant blues and greens, forming more artistic angles. 
As with his first encounter, Rat was fascinated by the creature's dark, 
octagon-shaped eyes. 


Knowledge, power, strength and abilities generated from the 
creature's gaze. 


“You're a female, aren't you?” said Rat whie contemplating the 
situation. 


The guard nodded. 

“Does Kium mean female?” 

Again the Erac nodded. 

“Well, what's a nice lady like you doing in a place like this?” 


The guard smiled and then quickly regained her composure as the 
untrusting sentry. “You are to be held here until it is time to leave this 
mountain and return to the desert. Do not try to escape. These walls cannot 
be penetrated.” 


Rat gave the mesh wiring a better examination. Thousands of 
hexagon cells were interwoven to create the tent. 


“T feel like I'm in a see-through beehive,” he said. 


“In a way,” said the guard, “your observation is accurate. The 
encasement is taken from the idea of a beehive. The sphar, which is the 
netting you were captured in, is designed after a spider's web. Our insect 


studies have been interesting and beneficial. We learn all we can from a 
scalf in order to know more about this planet.” 


The guard then pointed to Rat's guitar which lay wrapped in the 
netting. “Is that your weapon?” she asked. ““I examined it and do not 
understand.” 


Rat chuckled. “I guess you could say that,” he answered. “It's a 
guitar.” 


“A what?” 
“A guitar. It makes music.” 
“Music?” 


“Yeah, you know, do dah doot dah doot dah do.” Rat kept rhythm by 
slapping his knee. 


The Erac slithered over to the sphar, pulled out the instrument and 
examined it thoroughly. She then looked back to Rat. 


“Show me — but, I must warn you, if you try to trick me I will 
disappear before your eyes. Then you will never be able to leave. For I am 
the only one who has the key to your release. Do you understand?” 


“Don't worry,” answered Rat. “No tricks. I promise.” 


He took the instrument and began tuning. Once satisfied with the 
sound, Rat played a lew chords. Then he stopped and set the guitar down. 


“T can't do it. I can't play for you. Music has to flow. As a prisoner I 
feel... well, I just can't get into it.” 


“T understand,” answered the guard. 

“You do?” 

“Yes, I, too, make sound with instrument.” 
“No kidding? What do you play?” 

“A vioharp.” 

“Yeah? Is that like a stringed instrument?” 


The guard pulled an object from her scales to show Rat. The 
instrument looked like an ordinary granite rock. Variations of grays and 


whites sparkled on the smooth surface. The muskrat looked at the guard 
with disbelief as she handed him the instrument. 


“This is a vioharp,” she said. “You press here.” Her claw faded into 
the rock surface. A flute-like tone sounded around them. To Rat, the note 
had come from the air rather than the instrument. 


“Could I try?” he asked. She nodded. Rat pressed the rock. As before, 
a soloed note filled the air. Never had the minstrel heard a complete 
musicale in one note. The pitch, the timbre, the intonation combined into 
one melodic tone. 


“This is great!” Rat exclaimed. “Will you play something?” 


He returned the instrument to her palm. The Erac adjusted the vioharp 
and gently pressed the surface. A classical sonata flowed in and around the 
muskrat. He closed his eyes and smiled. 


Visions of dance filled his mind as he saw himself in the meadow 
expressing a free form of art. Rat twirled and flowed to the Erac's melody. 
When the song was finished, he remained mesmerized. After a few 
moments, Rat looked up and quietly said, “That was really beautiful.” 


The Erac smiled modestly and held her head down. Her personality 
had changed. She seemed embarrassed while returning the instrument to 
her scales. The tough, untrusting guard had disappeared with song, and Rat 
was viewing a Sensitive, creative being. He was intrigued with the softness 
she exposed through her leathered exterior. 


“T never dreamed Eracs had a space for music,” said Rat. “Do you 
play for others?” 


“Oh, no,” she answered, somewhat shocked with Rat's question. “I 
secretly learned the vioharp from a scalf many years ago. I have never 
shown this to anyone. Music is not something to do openly.” 


“Oh, you're very wrong, Ms. Music is something to be shared. That's 
what it's all about. You can travel to different worlds and take others with 
you in song. I was dancing in a meadow when you played.” 


“T could never perform in front of others. I was only showing you the 
instrument,” she replied. 


“Tt's a funny thing about music,” answered Rat, “I used to play in 
front of thousands, but I was in a world all by myself at the same time. 
Know what I mean?” 


“T think so.” 


“TI never thought I'd ever be saying this to an Erac, but you have a 
certain beauty.” 


The Erac made no reply. 
“What's your name?” 


Rat's guard became rigid and resumed her cool defensive role. She 
turned away from Rat and grabbed the wiring. With three words, the musk 
rat had closed their communication. He again felt imprisoned. His free 
dance in the meadow changed from reality to dream. 


“Hey, I didn't mean to insult you. I forgot.” 

No response. 

“Really, I'm sorry if you felt offended.” 

The guard remained silent, containing her anger within. 
“What's the big deal about a name anyway?” 

Still the guard did not answer. 


“My name is Rat. Well, actually, that isn't true. My name is J. Paul 
Muskrat III, but that's a mouthful when you're in a hurry. It's a lousy name 
for a song, too. Ever try to think of something that rhymes with J. Paul 
Muskrat IIT? The ‘J’ stands for jerk; that's what I feel like right now: a 
first-class jerk.” 


The guard, who seemed oblivious to the muskrat's words, looked 
through the mesh wiring. Rat finally dismissed the idea of having his 
apology accepted and picked up his guitar. He started several tunes and 
settled on an old blues song. He hummed along with the lead. 


The Erac glanced at Rat several times. His music slowly warmed her 
feelings. She slid to his side, took the vioharp from its place and played 
along. Rat looked up and smiled. 


She returned an affectionate glance. 


Rat was correct. The Eracs' power rested in the eyes. 


Chapter XVIII 


NOM DE PLUME 


“Hello, Contu,” greeted the Marshal. 


Occasional gusts of wind batted at the tower to remind the occupants 
that winter, indeed, was very much a part of the scenario. The tower 
swayed with the cold wind. Seng felt an ominous chill as Contu's ghost 
penetrated the room. 


The Marshal chanted in an unfamiliar tongue and then turned to the 
northeast corner of the room. His body seemed more solid, and the misty 
shadow surrounding him took shape as an ancient dinosaur. The leader of 
the Eracs looked pleased. 


“Finally, you have arrived.” he said. “I've been waiting. Now that we 
are all here, let us discuss the situation at hand. We have important 
decisions to make.” 


Seng nodded in recognition of Contu. “I knew you would come,” he 
said. “You must have been the pilot of the Delcycer. Is that why you are 
without body? Were you killed?” 


“Y yyyyyyyyeeeeeeeeeeeesssssssssssssss,” answered the ghost. 


The Marshal impatiently tapped his claw on the desk and sighed. 
“You'll have to use a better voice,” he declared. 


The powerful commander concentrated and relayed his dragonic aura 
toward Contu's impression. There, the mysterious shadow remained while 
the three creatures conversed. 


“Now, then,” said the Marshal, “let us continue. I trust that no more of 
your Earth friends will be bothering us, Seng. They are interesting to study, 
but their habits become annoying after awhile.” 


“T find them enlightening,” replied Seng. 


“T have never understood you,” commented the Marshal. 


“How can you realize such empathy for scalfs? Well, no matter. We 
have something more important to discuss than Seng's fascination with 
Earthlings. How have you been, my brothers? It has been a long time. Pity 
I had to destroy the Delcycer and your body, Contu. But there was no 
choice in the matter. Would I come to a northern forest in winter and resort 
to such drastic measures if it were not important?” 


“What is it you want?” asked the ghost of Contu. 


“Tt is time for all of us to be together. The future of this planet 
indicates that the humans are headed toward selfdestruction. Do you know 
what that means? We will be able to surface from the desert and rule all of 
Earth. You two have developed a great many powers since we were last 
together. If we combine forces, nothing can stop us!” The Marshal 
slammed his fist on the desk. 


“Let the humans destroy themselves!” he said while turning toward 
the ghost. “I had to come before you left with the Delcycer, Contu. All you 
could ever want is right here on this planet!” 


The Erac then smiled at Seng. 


“And you, my friend; I heard you became an outcast. Contu has acted 
foolishly. As the only elders left from the original colony, we must pull 
together. That is why I used meaningless scalfs to lure you here. Do you 
not see? The three of us can become one.” The Marshal paused. “Think on 
it for a moment. In your thoughts consider a few facts: one, you cannot 
return to Raef without the Delcycer; two, you cannot stay in this forest 
without being discovered and three, no matter what your disguise or 
beliefs, you'll always be Eracs yourselves.” 


The smug Marshal turned to the tower window. Seng shook his head 
and looked to the floor. 


“The Marshal is in a most advantageous position,” said Contu, “and 
his points are valid. It is time to unite. Where is Jinton?” 


“T do not know where the artist is. Bernard was last to see him, and 
unfortunately, the Marshal has the bear under sphar.” 


“T see,” said the ghost. “Jinton probably went to our people for help, 
but he is wasting a trip. I left orders that no one is to leave the camp. Jinton 
should be returning very soon. We should make a decision before his 
arrival. I do not think he would understand this meeting.” 


“IT am pondering the possibilities,” answered Seng. 


“There are no other possibilities to consider, Seng. We have no 
choice. If we agree to the Marshal's plan, the inhabitants of this mountain 
can live in peace for their remaining time. It would be unfortunate to see 
them as the Marshal's scalfs. 


“Yes,” Seng answered reluctantly, “it seems we have no choice.” 
“So,” interjected the Marshal, “you have reached a decision?” 


“Realize,” Contu said, “that my first choice was to return to Raef, but 
since you destroyed our craft. I see no alternative. I will send my 
concentration to the camp and prepare our people for the times ahead. We 
will all return within a keb.” 


“Good!” declared the Marshal. “Seng and I will discuss the 
immediate future while you are gone. You have made many mistakes 
concerning our brother. He is a valuable power.” 


“Seng understands my position. He knows the pressure I was under 
constructing the Delcycer.” 


“Yes, Contu, I understand more than you know.” 


The dragonic aura returned to the Marshal's form as Contu left the 
tower. Seng and the Marshal were now alone. 


“T gather you do not approve of these transactions, Seng. You will 
understand in time — once you are where you belong. While we are 
waiting for Contu's return, why don't you release the Eracs you have 
captive in the cave? With all the activities, I forgot about them. Bring the 
troop here so we can get on with the plans.” 


“And the scalfs?” asked Seng. 
“They will be released, unharmed,” answerethe Marshal. 


“Very well, but first we still have some unfinished business. I wish to 
hame you.” 


The Marshal dug his claws into the wood on the desk. “I will destroy 
you, Seng! No! It would be a waste. Do not be foolish! We can have it all 
now. Give up this ridiculous idea! If you are wrong I will have to eliminate 
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you. 
“Yes,” answered Seng, “I understand.” 


“You fool! You stupid fool, Seng! You are throwing yourself away.” 
The Marshal pierced Seng with his gaze. “As you know, I must grant you 
the request. Release my troop from the cave, and we will continue with 
this needless business.” 


Seng smiled. “I am using an elaklen which is timed to release the 
prisoners at daybreak. Destroying me would make no difference as to the 
fate of your troop.” 


“But you are depriving us all of uniting powers!” The Marshal 
inhaled a deep breath. “Very well, take your guess, and be done with it. I 
wish you were not doing this. I do not want to destroy you.” 


Seng paused in concentration. He closed his eyes while humming a 
continuous monotone. The man-ape-bear creature then spoke, “I, Seng, 
come to the Eracs' Marshal to announce his given name at this powerful 
creature's birth. Senate has bestowed the sacred title for none to know, yea, 
till the end of his reign. Ye are a dual mass known as —” 


“Seng, no! Stop! You can't! No, let us bargain!” 


“T call you as known to none and known to many. You are named... 
CONTU!” 


Chapter XIX 


TOWEK AND RAGE 


Bernard's false sense of hibernation stirred a subconscious 
restlessness. The bear's sphar-covered body lay motionless while a series 
of dreams activated turmoil from within. He dreamt of a battle between the 
sun and the moon. Bernard and his companions stood on Dominion 
awaiting a conclusion to this powerful combat, knowing that no matter 
what the outcome, drastic changes were in the future. The sun missiled 
rays of fire across space toward the Earth's satellite. With poetic 
movement, the moon dodged the fiery bolts, sending them into space. The 
lunar orb then transformed into an ocean which waved across the sky. The 
sea tossed an ancient nautical vessel onto the Earth. 


Bernard saw himself on the ship... falling... sinking... waiting. 


He called out a warning, but his friends ignored the pleas. Instead, 
they congregated for a council meeting to discuss the humans at the cabin. 


In the distance, Bernard heard his name. As the voice grew louder, his 
dream began to fade. He felt someone stroking his forehead. 


“Bernard? Are you all right? Bernard?” 


The bear stirred. His conscious fought for its place, and the reality of 
his capture came into focus. He tried to identify the voice and creature 
stroking his forehead. 


“Oh, Jinton — it's you. I was having this dream, but I can't quite 
remember it. I know I felt really helpless and frustrated and alone. Where's 
Seng? I can't see.” The bear rubbed his eyes. “It's dawn already? Oh, that 
dream. I feel so strange.” 


Jinton placed his palm over the bear's eyes. “Relax, my friend. The 
drug is leaving your system now. I have removed the netting. Do not let 
the dream upset you. It is a way to deal with your emotions. Relax.” 


Bernard took several slow deep breaths, and his senses returned to 
their normal state. “Where's Seng?” he repeated. 


The blurred image of Jinton began to clarify. 
“He is not here, Bernard. Perhaps he is in the tower.” 


“Yeah, probably. The Eracs left us both down here, but Seng didn't 
seem to be bothered by the net. I can't remember much beyond being 
dragged down those steps. Sure hope he's okay.” 


“Seng controls his influences more than he leads us to believe,” 
answered Jinton. “I am just learning this myself. Seng is well. This I know 
to be true.” The artist waited for a moment and then continued. “I am 
afraid I have distressing news. could not get help. For some reason, Contu 
left orders that my people are not to leave the camp nor assist us any 
further until he returns. I informed them of his death, but it had no 
influence on their position. They will wait to hear from Contu.” 


“What?” Bernard questioned in confusion. “Contu is dead. Don't they 
understand?” 


“T believe you are the one who does not understand death, Bernard.” 
The bear cocked his head. “What are you trying to say, Jinton?” 


“To know life, Bernard, you must also know death. If you are afraid 
of death, then you are also afraid of life. Contu will always exist-it could 
not be any other way. You need to understand that a part of living is dying 
and certainly not the end of anything but a body. A fear of death nurtures 
the soil for war.” 


“Yeah, well, what's this Erac business all about then? How come you 
and Seng are helping us if it doesn't matter if we die?” 


“Oh, Bernard, you misunderstand. I do not mean to devalue life. 
Naturally, it is wrong for the Eracs to destroy life as it is wrong to deny 
you your freedom. My love for life is... is... it is something I can not 
express in words. Perhaps, I can someday depict my feelings on canvas for 
you. Seng and I help because the Eracs are misusing their powers. We have 
all been brought together to prevent this needless destruction.” 


“T've had a lot of lessons to absorb lately,” said Bernard while pulling 
himself to a standing position. “Well, what'll we do now?” 


“We have no choice but to wait for Seng.” 
“T am sorry to hear that.” 


“They captured him with that netting stuff. I haven't the slightest idea 
where he is, though. It is difficult to wait and see with so much in 
question.” 


“T've never been one for patiently waiting,” said Berard. “In fact 
| —” The bear paused as he looked at the tower. “Jinton! Look! The tower! 
It's on fire!” 


A warm, heavy wind twisted down from the clouded sky and swirled 
the dry snow into tiny tornadoes. Bernard and Jinton stood side by side, 
having no explanation for the events unfolding. Flames shot from the 
tower, reaching for the now-darkened purple sky. The Earth rolled about in 
protest. Jinton fell to the ground with Bernard following close behind. The 
alien rage heaved them about. The Earth recreated a landscape at the 
lookout and in the surrounding area. 


“What's going on?” Rat shouted as he grabbed the mesh wiring. His 
guard did not answer. She tried desperately to keep balance with the rolling 
ground. 


Large amounts of snow crashed through the wiring. Rat clutched his 
guitar for security while he parried the snowslide. Suddenly, he heard a 
rumbling. 


“Look out!” he cried to his guard. “The rocks are coming!” 


Rat threw his body toward the Erac, but a boulder smashed down on 
the wire, separating the muskrat from the sentry. 


The quake quieted. Rat cleared the rocks and snow from himself and 
his guitar. 


“You okay?” 


“T... I think so, but I do not know what could cause these events. That 
was not a tremor nor was it Eracs leaving or returning from the ground.” 


“Yeah, well, all I know is that we're really lucky the rocks formed an 
air pocket,” said Rat as he examined his now bruised body. “That's why 
we're still alive. I don't think we have much air though. We've gotta get out 
of here.” 


Rat dug at the rocks only to find that the stone entrapment was solid 
and immovable. He resigned himself to defeat. 


“Tt's no use. This is it. There's no way I can dig us out of here in time. 
It's the end of the road. I wanted to die on Dominion, and it looks like I got 
my wish. Here we are, you and me...” Rat paused. “You know, I'm really 
glad I was able to meet you. Will ya listen to me talkin' to an Erac? I guess 
it doesn't matter at the end, does it? That's what I learned in my life. Our 
differences don't matter. We're the same — a couple of musicians who 
made each other smile.” 


“We must not give up!” the Erac declared while pulling her injured 
body to a sitting position. She handed Rat her vioharp over the boulder that 
separated them. “You keep this until we play together again.” 


“Okay, I'll hold it for you, but hadn't you better lay back down? Might 
as well be comfortable.” 


The Erac had a concentrated look on her face. She drew a deep breath 
and closed her eyes. With all her will and strength, the Erac charged the 
rocks. Nothing happened. She tried again. The stone wall moved. The 
muskrat stumbled to his paws to help. But before he could plow through 
the rubble, the Erac rushed the wall with a final effort. She freed an 
opening. Rat scurried to her side, dragging his battered guitar. 


“You did it! You're beautiful! Let's get to the tower. Seng can help.” 


“Tt is late,” she replied in a weakened tone, “and my time on Earth is 
done.” 


“No! Don't die!” commanded Rat. “You can't. 1 feel... no!” 


“Rat? You have been most kind. I thank you. Together we created my 
epitaph.” 


Tears rushed to the muskrat's oval, brown eyes. He rested his paw on 
her long neck. “Please, don't die. It's because of me you're here.” 


“Leepeir,” she said. 


“What?” 


“Leepeir. You asked me my name. I am known to the Senate as 
Leepier.” 


Rat no longer fought to control his emotions. He wiped his eyes as 
quickly as the tears escaped. 


“Leepeir,” he whispered. “Leepeir, I... Leepeir?” 
The muskrat screamed at the top of his lungs. “LEEPEIR!” 


The Erac was dead. 


“Hey Jinton! There's Seng. Boy, are we glad to see you! What's going 
on? This is the strangest storm I have ever seen.” 


“Hello, my brothers. It is over. The Marshal is named. I am sure you 
have many questions, and I have much to tell you. Let us leave this area 
and return to the cave. Have you seen the muskrat?” 


“We were hoping you knew where he was,” answered Bernard with 
frustration. “If anything has happened to him I'll —” 


“We need not worry,” answered Jinton. “The muskrat approaches 
from the trees. He looks distant.” 


“He sure does!” answered Bernard. “Rat! Over here, buddy. Glad to 
see ya! You okay?” Rat looked up and tumed toward Seng, Jinton and 
Bernard. 


His expression and speed did not change. 


“What's the matter with him?” asked Bernard as he watched his 
friend. 


“He is stunned, Berard,” answered Seng. “Give him your friendship. 
He is in need of a companion.” 


Rat approached the group looking somber and dragging his paws. He 
pulled the guitar from behind and still clutched the vioharp. 


“T don't know what you've been through, Rat, but I'm here if you need 
me,” said Bernard with a warm greeting. 


Rat attempted a smile and said nothing. He looked to the sizzling 
tower which smoldered in the black — ashen snow. Seng rested his paw on 
the muskrat's shoulder. 


“No one wins,” he said. “No one wins.” 


A lone tear left Rat's eye as he turned to face Seng. “Why? Just tell 
me why?” 


“You are the only one who can answer to yourself,” Seng explained. 
“Come. Let us return to the gosling.” 


Rat nodded and took a deep breath while grasping the vioharp for 
strength. 


Suddenly a deep voice called out from the sky: 


"Erac — Erac People. The 

Marshal Has Been Called By Name. 
Return To The Desert And Await 
The Word.” 


Mourning voices filled the air. The Eracs near the tower cried out in 
defeat, melted into pools and seeped into the ground. Dominion shook in 
protest. Only the captive Eracs at the cave remained, still trapped by the 
force field. 


The sky then cleared, allowing the crisp beginning of dawn to unfold. 
The ground quieted and again offered a steady foothold. Quietly, one by 
one, Seng, Jinton, Bernard and Rat made their way down the mountain; 
each with more wisdom: the kind of wisdom that only comes with pain. 


Chapter XX 


DEAR DIARY 


Dear Diary, 


It's been a long time since I've written my thoughts down, but I just 
gotta record my feelings about today. This birch bark will have to serve as 
my journal. My old diary is in Martha's hands now. (Ha! If she didn't burn 
it!) I'm sitting in a cave halfway up Dominion with Bernard, Little One, 
Jinton, Seng and a troop of Eracs. Explaining the events leading to the 
what, how, where and why of being here would require an entire book. To 
simplify things, let's just call it fate. The cave is quiet this evening; seems 
kind of weird after earlier this morning. It's been quite a day. When we 
arrived from the lookout, Bernard took charge and organized the gathering 
so we could each give a testimony. Sometimes I envy Bernard. He has 
such a clear picture of what's right and what's wrong — and he's not afraid. 


Most of us didn't know what a testimony was, so Bernard climbed up 
on a rock and started talking. You know what his testimony was about? 
You'll never guess! That bear stood up on the rock and talked about his 
prejudice against Eracs. That's right! The fact that a troop of them were 
right in front of Bernard made no difference. He said that he felt the Eracs 
were his enemy, but he followed that with an honest evaluation of what 
prejudice is. He thinks we are all capable of knowing this emotion; it's just 
an opinion formed before the facts are known. He originally started for the 
lookout as a spokesman representing everybody on Dominion. His idea of 
an Erac was some kind of monster. He said that a big lesson he learned 
since Oliver first woke him was that whatever their beliefs, the Eracs were 
a part of his influences and rather than fighting or trying to match powers, 
we all had to change our way of thinking so we could live together. 
Bernard doesn't express these kinds of feelings very often. In fact, I 


imagine today was a first. I wonder if anyone down the mountain really 
recognizes Bernard for who he is. To you, Bernard! A good friend. 


As soon as Bernard stepped down, Little One fluttered up to the rock 
as excited as they come. 


“Well,” he said all out of breath, “I don't know about prejudice, but 
we got a surprise for Rat, Seng, Jinton and Bernard. Me and the Eracs have 
been workin’ real hard on it. Ready guys?” Little One raised his wings like 
he was gonna conduct a symphonic orchestra. His voice rang out in the 
cave: 


Froggy went a courtin' 
And he did ride, 


Then the Eracs joined in with perfect harmony: 


Uh, huh 
Uh, huh. 


I couldn't believe it! They all sang beautifully. Little One stood upon 
that rock with pride as his choir entertained us. It made me think. The 
gosling hadn't been taught to hate, yet he had overcome his fears, and he 
related to those Eracs like he relates to me. I'm startin’ to realize a few 
lessons I should have known a long time ago. But then again, I guess it's 
never too late. We must have applauded for 20 minutes. I was so proud of 
Little One. That's two friends who surprised me today. And, guess what, 
Diary? There's more! After the gosling stepped down, Seng stood up for 
his testimony. Now to explain what he said is gonna be hard to put down. 
How do I say this? Seng and Jinton are actually, well, they're... I don't 
know where to begin. Maybe I can get Seng to write something... Hang on 
and I'll ask. 


“Yes, friend, I will add words to your Diary.” 


The Story of the Erac by Seng 


Raef, the planet of promise 


Orbs in space among the stars. 
When yesteryear was now 

Erac ancestors drove ships from 
Home to Earth, seeking another 
Planet of promise. 

Eracs are we, who invaded 

That which we did not know. 
Problems, problems, adjusting 

To here, adjusting to there. 

Being discovered would not 

Do well, so underground the 

Eracs lived, to never know the 
Sun lighting the face or 

Wind playing tunes in ear. 

Eracs are we who invaded 

That which we did not know. 

In the desert, underground 
Dissension arose and styles varied. 
Some desired Raef again and 
Others knew we must adjust to 
Where we were. 

Adjust. Adjust. How do Earthlings 
Adjust? Bring them underground 
For study. Inspect, dissect, bisect; 
Soon we will know their secrets. 
Call them scalfs! Lowly creatures 
Not even knowing their powers. 
Eracs are we who invaded 

That which we did not know. 
Earthlings! Realize, recognize, 
Know your powers. You think are 
Coincidence. You have what you need. 
Eracs, Earthlings: neither have 
More of what is labeled “power”. 
Open the mind as your ancestors did. 
Pyramids and crystals and sound: 
To know is ancient history. 


Eracs are we who invaded 

That which we did not know. 

And Contu said we shall divide. 
Let us return to Raef, the 

Planet of promise. To Dominion 
We'll go and build the craft of 
Journey. The body of Eracs will 
Be another for the north. Man and 
Ape and bear we shall become. 
Eracs are we who invaded that 
Which we did not know. 

Contu, your beauty, your wisdom, 
Surpasses most others. But, the 
Line is fine dividing the genius 
And the madman. Where did you 
Learn to possess yourself and how 
Is it you created both bodies? 
Leader of Eracs and Leader of Dominion. 
Inevitable it is; you had to 
Destroy yourself. 

Eracs are we who invaded 

That which we did no know. 

And the future awaits the 
Leaderless Eracs and the 
Leaderless of Dominion and 

The Earthlings I've grown 

To love. 

Adjust. Adjust. How do 
Earthlings adjust? Those who 
Believe, and those who see, 

Shall journey forward in 

The craft to begin. To 

Begin. Future? A planet 

Of promise. 


Oh, Seng, you're one of the few that sees language as an art. How 
‘bout that, Diary? 


Who'd've thought Jinton and Seng were Eracs themselves. I think it 
was a few days ago — I've lost track of time-that we met in this cave and 
planned against the Eracs. If I'd have known then what I know now... 
Anyway, back to the events of this day. 


Seng's testimony was a hard act to follow. But Jinton did it-with 
flying colors! That's a pun. You see, Jinton created a painting for his 
testimony. Now, an ordinary painting is one thing, but what Jinton did is 
quite another. First, he pulled a ball of light into some kind of keyboard. 
Sort of like a piano. 


This next part of my explanation is gonna be hard to believe — I'm 
still having a little trouble with it myself — but, I swear, this is what 
happened. When electronic notes came from the keyboard, Jinton painted a 
picture with the sound. He reminded me of a youngster excited about a 
new toy. The thrill of each stroke seemed like a birthin' to Jinton as he 
discovered a new part of himself. Sometimes, we create a song or a picture 
or a poem or whatever, and it seems like it came from somebody else. That 
was the look Jinton had: pride and wonder, all together. 


Oh, man, the picture Jinton came up with was incredible. The detail! 
When he looks at something — like say a simple leaf-he must see a whole 
nother dimension of lines and colors and tones and... well, I could go on 
and on. The painting was of Dominion Mountain, and I'm ashamed to say 
that I never took the time to see my home the way this visitor did. 


Next to speak was one of the Eracs from the troop. His testimony 
really had an impact. First, he stood on the rock with his chest out, his 
hand up and his head held high. Then he took a deep breath and said, “The 
Senate has given me the title of Talbert.” Well, I'll tell you what, those 
other Eracs just about lost their tails. Talk about upset! I thought they 
might cause another earthquake right then and there. 


The Erac on the rock finally got the rest of them to calm down so he 
could explain. “Listen to me! Not one of you Eracs ever questioned why 
your title is confidential. Didn't you ever wonder? Our culture put an 
individual's title in reverence so his powers could be stored within that 
name — and it was not to be disturbed or else his body should perish. But, 
you see? I am Talbert and I have not vanished. Why? Because I have 


transferred my powers from title to soul — where they should be. This is 
as Seng and Jinton have done.” 


Then Talbert broke out in a laughter that shook the cave. 


At this point, Bernard made his way up to the rock where the Erac 
stood and held out his paw. “Pleased to meet you, Talbert,” he said. The 
other Eracs seemed to understand this whole name business and where 
powers (or beliefs) should be. I'm not sure I do. But, anyway, one by one, 
each Erac stood up and pronounced his title. It was really something. The 
excitement mounted as each name was pronounced. Everybody was cryin’ 
and shakin' paws. 


This brings me to my testimony. I went last. Actually, that was good 
‘cause the other testimonies helped my head space quite a bit. 


When I entered the cave, was about as depressed as they come. See, I 
met a lady when I was held captive. She reached a part of me that I didn't 
even know about. The lady Erac died this morning, and it was like I went 
with her. Now, I realize that I was only sad for me. For my testimony, I put 
into song, using an instrument called a vioharp, exactly how I felt. Leepeir 
gave me the vioharp before she died. 


“For Leepeir,” I said, realizing no one knew about my time with her. 
Well, maybe Seng did. It's hard to tell about him. Anyway, I played the 
best I've ever played today: 


Life and death are just a disguise. 
Change is but a birth of you. 

I love you and you love me, 
Thank you, friends, now I see. 

Do ya know yourself? 

See the light. 

See the li-li-light. 

I believe in us this day 

Because we all expressed ourselves. 
Now and then we're caught 

But the window opens to yourself. 
See the light. 


See the li-li-light. 
Yeah, see the light. 


Everybody joined with singing, clapping and stomping paws. The ball 
of light that Jinton had created danced around the cave as if the song were 
written for it. 


It's all so simple! Understanding, that is. But, for some reason 
everybody wants to complicate it. 


In a few minutes Bernard, Little One and I will head down the 
mountain to our homes. The Dominion animals must be out of their minds 
with worry. As for Seng and Jinton, they will return to their people at the 
camp. They know they're welcome to live here on the mountain, but Seng 
wants to consult with the others before making a decision. I kind of doubt 
that they will stay. I can't explain it — it's just a feeling. 


The Erac troop is returning to the desert. I don't think they like our 
winters. They're not sure what they're gonna do, either. The times ahead 
are pretty uncertain for this whole planet. 


But, as Seng expressed, “Future — the planet of promise.” 


Over and out, 
Rat 


Chapter XXI 


HOW DO I SAY THIS? 


The cabin sat in majesty, giving the feel of a castle in an ancient 
forest. Lights danced brightly through the windows, and smoke poured 
from the chimney. Chores were done, and the humans had settled inside 
for a warm evening around the fire. Harriet watched as the sun made its 
final bid for the day. 


“If my only problem was keeping warm, I think I would be bored,” 
she said while studying the cabin. The Pilgrim goose looked to the old 
poplar tree where Oliver sat perched on a bare limb. The lines of the barn 
Owl's face pronounced worry. Harriet walked over to the tree. 


“Good evening, Oliver,” she said warmly. 


“Harriet,” he answered, “I can't stand it any longer! I'm going to fly 
right up to that lookout and see what's going on!” 


“Now, Oliver, that would be foolish. I'm sure everything will be all 
right.” 


The large, white goose gracefully moved toward the draw and said, 
“How about taking a little stroll with me, Oliver? Come on; the walk will 
do us both some good.” 


“But, Harriet, aren't you worried? What was that smoke we saw this 
morning? And the tremor? And how come Bernard isn't back yet? I detest 
this waiting. If anything has happened to that bear, I'll never forgive 
myself. This will teach me to listen to a dumb tree.” 


“Oliver? What in the world are you talking about?” 
“Oh, nothing. Let's take that walk. Maybe it will ease my mind.” 


The two walked together, as if snow had never fallen on the wintered 
forest. Quietly they strolled, each in their own world of thought. They 
stopped at the first plateau and looked down upon the cabin. Harriet 


pointed out the changes since her arrival in the fall. Oliver politely smiled, 
pretending to listen. The goose was not fooled in the slightest. 


“I do hate to see you in such a worrisome state,” she said. 


“You know, Harriet, sometimes I feel like the father of this entire 
forest,” sighed the owl. “I can't imagine what we'll do if Bernard failed.” 


“Worry is more of a danger than the Eracs themselves, Oliver.” 
“How so?” 


“For goodness sakes, how does worry help Bernard? The best thing 
we can do for the bear and ourselves is control our emotions. Possibilities 
of what could go wrong merely put those ideas into the air. We should be 
using the power of positive thinking to help Bernard. Besides, you're going 
to make yourself sick with worry, and what kind of a father figure would 
that be?” The goose smiled. 


“Oh, Harriet, you're right. My stomach is in knots, and I've already 
put horrible thoughts into the air. Now I feel guilty.” 


Harriet chuckled. “Well, guilt won't help either. Let's just wish our 
best for Bernard.” 


Suddenly the owl stiffened his body. “Did you hear something up the 
draw?” he whispered. 


Harriet listened with her sensitive ears. “Yes!” she returned. 
“Someone is coming!” The owl and the goose quickly hid behind the 
nearest group of trees. 


“T can't believe it! I can't believe it! Bernard!” Oliver shouted as he 
jumped from behind the trees. “It's really you!” 


The owl hurried up the draw to the returning group. 


Harriet stepped from the trees and watched the happy reunion. She 
strained for a better look in the darkening forest. It appeared to her that a 
gosling sat on Bernard's shoulder and, by his side, she saw the 
“Remarkable Rat". 


“Yep! It's me, ole buddy!” answered Bernard. “And, as you can see, I 
brought some friends along.” 


Oliver greeted Rat with enthusiasm and then looked to the gosling 
perched on Bernard's shoulder. 


“Oh,” added Bernard, “I'm forgetting my manners. This is a very 
special friend and newcomer to our mountain. Oliver? Meet Little One.” 


“Hello. Welcome to Dominion,” said the owl. He then fixed his gaze 
on Bernard. “You must realize I have a million questions. Let's go down by 
the cabin and let the others know you're back. We'll call a council meeting 
and have a party and —” 


“T understand how you feel,” Bernard answered, “but can it wait? 
We've been through a lot, and we just want to relax a little. How ‘bout 
finding a raven to tell everyone they're out of danger, and we'll have a 
quiet supper at my cave. The council can meet tomorrow.” 


“Oh, sure,” said Oliver. “I'm sorry. I was just so excited to see you 
and curious about all that has happened and, well, I guess I was being 
inconsiderate. Now, did you say that we're out of danger?” 


“Yep!” Rat proclaimed. “Everything is just fine. Want me to find a 
raven and meet you guys back at the cave?” 


“Oh, no,” said Oliver, “T'll take care of thing.” 


The owl paused and smiled at the returning group. “It sure is good to 
see you back,” he added. 


“Oliver, you have no idea how great it is to be home,” Rat said while 
looking over the area. When his eyes found Harriet, the muskrat grinned 
his famous grin. “Harriet! How good to see you!” 


“Hello, Rat. I'm happy to see you also.” 


Rat fumbled for words. “I... ah... this is my friend, Little One. I 
really wanted you to meet him.” 


Harriet nodded to the gosling. “Pleased to know you,” she said. The 
gosling felt embarrassed and smiled shyly. 


“Well,” added Bernard, “we'd better get going if we want to be at my 
cave before it's totally dark. You're joining us — aren't you Harriet?” 


“No,” she said, “I think I should let you folks rest from your 
adventure. I'll see everybody tomorrow. Thank you for the invitation 


anyway, Bernard.” 


“Nonsense,” he insisted. “We would enjoy your company. I just 
wasn't ready to face the whole council. Oliver? Why don't you come to the 
cave after finding the raven?” Oliver accepted Bernard's invitation and 
flew off in search of a messenger bird. 


Little One then jumped from Bernard's shoulder and fluttered down 
toward Harriet. “I would like it if you came along, Miss Harriet,” he said, 
noticing how much the goose resembled his own mother. 


Harriet smiled. “Very well, I will join you; but only for a little while.” 


Bernard was excited to return to the mines. His home suggested a 
normalcy he had missed. When the group finally arrived, they found 
Bernard's entrance snowed in. They all worked to clear the snow and were 
soon comfortable inside. 


Bernard rushed around checking his food supply. “Will ya look at 
this?” he said as he uncovered a cavern of rocks. 


“Here's a whole bunch of huckleberries I forgot all about!” 


At that point Oliver entered the cave. “Oliver. Welcome! Would you 
mind helping me pass these out?” 


“Sure,” said the owl as he grabbed as many huckleberries as his talons 
would hold. After distributing the supper, Oliver returned to Bemard's 
side. 


“Sooo00000000, tell me what happened up there.” 


Bernard sat in thought for a moment while munching on the berries. 
“For the life of me, I don't know where to begin.” 


“Well, how 'bout answering a few questions then?” suggested the owl. 
“Like, how did you meet up with the gosling and Rat?” 


“Okay, that's easy enough to explain,” answered Bernard. “The storm 
got worse after I left, and I took refuge in a cave up the way. Rat and the 
gosling were already inside.” The bear laughed at his recollection. “Little 
One thought I was a bad guy, and he bit my foot!” 


“Oh, I see. Then all three of you went to the lookout?” asked the owl. 


“Well, Rat and I ended up there, but I'll get to that in a minute,” 
answered Bernard. “First, I have to explain something else. You see, long 
ago, the Eracs divided amongst themselves, and there was this other group 
on the mountain. It was two very special friends who were also in the cave 
that solved this whole dilemma. I'm no hero. It was Seng and Jinton 
who —” 


“What a minute,” interrupted the owl. “Who are Seng and Jinton? 
Eracs? Friends? I don't get it.” 


“T'm trying to explain, Oliver, but it's kind of complicated. How ‘bout 
if I just say it was the Eracs who solved this whole thing, and we had very 
little part in it. When I think of a way to tell you the whole story, I will. 
Right now, all you need to know is that the danger is past, and everyone is 
where they should be.” Oliver's face showed disappointment, but he 
accepted Bernard's words. 


Rat listened from a darkened corner and sympathized with Bernard. 
He thought his diary might explain things but then recalled leaving it on 
the mountain. He would fetch the journal tomorrow. The muskrat then 
glanced at Harriet and Little One. 


Those two geese just don't seem to be communicating, he said to 
himself. I thought they would hit it off immediately. Look at Harriet-she is 
so reserved — and, Little One — he's acting shy. 


Rat grabbed his somewhat “weathered” guitar and hobbled over to 
Harriet and Little One. He sat down, strummed a few chords and began to 
sing: 


Said the froggy to the princess, 
"I need a little kiss. 

Won't you comply 

And give a little kiss? 

I'll be your mate 

And love you everyday.” 


Harriet and Little One joined in: 


"Please, please, 
Kiss me!” 


After Rat's song, the gosling and goose felt much more at ease. Little 
One took Harriet into his confidence and began pouring out his life story. 
Harriet listened with enthusiasm. 


By midevening, the events of the past few days took their toll on the 
exhausted group. Oliver, who was frustrated with Bernard's evasiveness, 
had returned to his tree by the cabin. Harriet snuggled with Little One, who 
had fallen fast asleep halfway through his short life story. Bernard snored 
contentedly on his winter bed of leaves, while Rat lay in thought next to 
his guitar. Without realizing it, the muskrat drifted into slumber. Each slept 
in a deep, peaceful state with their minds far from Eracs or adventure. 


Rat awoke first in the early morning, wondering if the past few days 
were all just a dream. Maybe he was still in South Beaverton. He looked at 
his paw clutching Leepeir's vioharp. 


It was not a dream. The muskrat sighed deeply and stumbled to the 
small pond for water. Suddenly he was startled. 


“Wake up!” came a shout from outside the cave. “We've gotta right to 
know! Bernard, get up! We deserve the truth!” 


The inhabitants of the cave quickly stirred from their sleeping posts- 
save Bernard, who might have slept till spring if events had allowed him to 
do so. Harriet went to the bear's side and gently shook him. 


The shouting continued as Rat hurried to the entrance. There, in front 
of the cave, stood nearly all the population of the forest. Oliver led them in 
a chant. “We wanna know! We wanna know!”: 


Rat managed to quiet the group long enough for a few questions. 
“What's the matter with you guys? Can't we get a little sleep around here? 
If this is a welcome home party, I'd say it's a weird one. I don't — What's 
wrong, anyway?” 


Oliver stepped forward. “We want to speak with Berard. He's 
supposed to be a spokesman. We deserve to know what happened. You're 
treating us like we wouldn't understand. You act like the Eracs are heroes! 
What really happened at the lookout? We demand the truth!” 


“Oliver!” Rat returned in anger, “we just got back last night! Can't we 
have a little time to relax first?” 


“Bernard came to the entrance only half-awake from his slumber. 


“All right! Everybody just settle down!” commanded the bear. 
“Oliver! What's the trouble?” 


The owl stood defensively while listing the forest grievances. “As 
president of the council, Bernard, I speak for everyone on Dominion. We 
want to know what happened at the lookout. We believe our demands are 
fair. You have insulted each and everyone of us by not explaining what's 
going on — including who your friends are — us or the Eracs! Frankly, 
we're not so sure we're out of danger.” 


“Okay,” Bernard offered, “give me a few minutes to wake up, and I'll 
meet you all at the council meeting arena. I'll fill you in on all the details, 
if that's what you want.” 


The forest inhabitants slowly left, mumbling to themselves. Rat and 
Bernard returned to the inside of the cave. 


“Well, ole buddy, now what are we going to do?” asked Rat. 
“T wish I knew,” returned the bear. “I wish I knew.” 


Little One then waddled over to Rat and Bernard. “I have an idea,” he 
said. 


Bernard smiled at the gosling. “I'm afraid you can't help, Little One. 
This is big folks' stuff. Thank you, anyway.” 


He patted the gosling on the head and turned away. A frown took 
charge on Little One's face. “Well, wasn't guarding a whole Erac troop ‘big 
folks' stuff?” he snapped. 


“He's got a point, Bernard,” said Rat. “The gosling has done a lot of 
adult tasks lately. What's your idea, Little One?” 


The gosling took a deep breath. “Now, then,” he began, “the best 
spokesman in our outfit is Seng. He should explain to the others. He has a 
way of making everybody listen and understand. I know; the next thing 
you'll say is that we haven't enough time to find Seng. Well, I figured that 
one out, too. Seng taught us all to Menteer. We'll find him that way! Then, 


he can go to the meeting and make everybody feel better. What do you 
think?” The little gosling's eyes were wide with excitement and pride. 


“That's a great idea!” said Bernard, feeling the pressure. lifted from 
his shoulders. “Good work, Little One!” 


Harriet sat in the corner, totally confused by the conversation. She 
said nothing. 


“Rat,” the bear added after giving the idea more thought, “I feel it 
ought to be you that Menteers to Seng. Don't ask me why. I just have some 
sort of a feeling about it.” 


“Yeah,” Rat agreed, “I think I'm supposed to be the one. There's 
something in the air. I can feel it, too. Okay, I'll Menteer to Seng, and we'll 
meet you at the arena.” 


Harriet watched Rat slowly disappear until there was no trace of his 
body. She shivered. Still, she asked no questions. 


“Well, Harriet and Little One, we had better get going. That crowd 
was pretty impatient and they won't wait too long before showing up here 
again.” 


Bernard and the geese left the cave quickly. When they arrived at the 
arena, they found an angry crowd and no trace of Rat or Seng. The bear 
stood at the podium. 


“Okay,” he began, “I'm going to be honest with you.” 
“About time!” shouted back a coyote. 


Bernard ignored the interruption. “As I was saying, the truth is: I'm 
not the one to tell you this.” 


“Bbbbooooo0000000000000!” shouted the crowd. “You're stalling! 
Don't try and keep it from us! We've had _ it, Berard! 
Bbbbooooooo00000!” 


As if summoned by Bernard's helplessness, a ball of light suddenly 
appeared above the bear's head. Bernard gave a sigh of relief. The bright 
sphere gaily danced through the trees, gathering the attention of each one 
at the meeting. Bernard waited for Seng to make a grand appearance. He 
watched his peers' reactions. They were no longer looking at Bernard with 
judgmental stares. Instead, they all seemed entranced by the sphere now 


circling the arena. Some were nodding with an understanding, while others 
were actually smiling at the light. 


Where's Seng? Bernard wondered impatiently. As he turned to watch, 
the light faded into the crisp morning air. Bernard rubbed his eyes and 
looked again. 


He saw the animals and birds leaving the grounds, each heading for 
his or her home. The bear was more curious than he had ever been in his 
life. Everyone had gone through some sort of change but him. He called 
out to Harriet and Little One, but it was as though they did not hear. The 
geese walked toward the cabin. 


Bernard decided to return to his home and.wait for Rat. He walked 
slowly. The atmosphere seemed strange, yet peaceful at the same time. 
Bernard felt sad. He felt happy. He felt lonely. He felt confused. 


When the bear reached his cave he called out before entering, “Rat? 
You in there? Boy, you missed some kind of meeting. I didn't even have 
to — Rat?” 


Bernard's words echoed in the cave. Rat's guitar was gone, and there 
was no evidence of guests from the night before. The bear scratched his 
head and lay on his winter bed in thought. His eyes watched the entrance 
of the cave. 


Chapter XXII 


THE BOOK 


Something fluttered past the entrance of Bernard's cave. The bear 
startled, jumped up and thrust his massive body out of the cave. The sun 
was bright and intense. When Bernard's eyes adjusted to the daylight, his 
mouth fell open in amazement. As if time had leapt ahead by months, past 
layers of snow were vanished. Trees were budding, and the exciting 
feelings of birth, which come only with the spring, were alive in the air. 
The long winter had passed, and Bernard viewed green as far as his eyes 
could see. 


“Hello, Bernard,” came a voice from behind. “Welcome to spring. 
Did you have a good rest? I trust you slept well.” 


Bernard nearly jumped out of his skin. He whirled around to see a 
robin on a rock near the cave. 


“Oh, Rhoda,” returned the bear, “it's you. I thought it was Rat 
returning from — Do you —? How did —? I heard you vanished in that 
storm last fall. I'm glad — ummm, how long have I been sleeping?” 


The robin chuckled. “You seem dazed, Bernard. I imagine it takes 
awhile to wake from a long winter's nap. Well, I have much to do and must 
be on my way. Nice to see you!” 


“Wait!” shouted Bernard. “Don't go yet. Please! Can you tell me 
where I might find Rat and Harriet and the little gosling>?” 


“Now, how in the world did you know about Harriet's new baby? You 
just woke up. I'll never understand bears. You all seem to have some sort 
of extra sense. Harriet is down by the cabin, as usual, acting very 
protective of ‘Little One’, as she calls him, and, well, I haven't heard or 
seen Rat since he joined that rock and roll group down south. What the 
youngsters see in that music, I'll never know.” 


“What about Seng and Jinton?” asked Bernard, now seemingly 
desperate. 


The robin shook her head. “I think you slept too long, Bernard. There 
is no Seng or Jinton on the mountain. You must have been dreaming. Well, 
I'd love to chat some more, but I really must go. See you later, Bernard.” 
The robin flew quickly toward a large cottonwood tree at the beginning of 
the meadow. 


Rat will clear all of this up, Bernard thought. I need to find that crazy 
muskrat. 


The bear moved down the mountain toward the old cabin. He stopped 
at the top of the draw to practice a ritual which had become an annual 
ceremony. From a certain point, Bernard could see the entire valley. He 
took the freshness and excitement into his mind. The mountain stood in 
magnificence, bursting with spring freshness. He drew a deep breath and 
stretched his body. Spring was really here. The scents and sounds of this 
new season refreshed the bear. He then continued his journey down the 
mountain.. 


About halfway between his cave and the cabin, Bernard saw Martha. 
She had gained some weight since he last saw her and was happily 
munching on a supply of rice-probably stolen from the cabin. Martha was 
totally occupied with her meal and did not hear Bernard coming down the 
draw. 


Boy, thought Bernard, she is really busy with that rice. 


The bear advanced a few steps until he was directly in front of the 
mouse and greeted her warmly. “Martha! You're looking as beautiful as 
ever.” The mouse kept eating. “Martha?” Her little brown eyes did not 
move from the concentrated pile of rice. Bernard moved his paw in front 
of her eyes. The mouse did not stir nor change expression. Bernard gave a 
sigh and left the mouse to eat. 


That's really weird, he thought to himself. I never thought I would see 
Martha eat herself into oblivion. She didn't even recognize me. Well, let 
that be a lesson. I've been known to overdo with food myself. Poor Martha. 
Bernard continued down the draw until he caught his first glimpse of the 
cabin. 


“Now, there's a sight for sore eyes!” he said aloud. “Oh, it's good to 
see the mountain back to normal again.” 


The goats were grazing near the barn with the Shetland pony. 
Chickens and baby chicks were everywhere and, near the watering trough, 
Bernard saw Harriet and Little One. He waved and shouted. 


“Harriet! Little One! Hi, everybody! Wow! You all look great!” 
No one answered. 


Bernard felt a bit embarrassed but decided the spring breeze must 
have carried his voice in another direction. He ran down the draw toward 
the trough. As he approached the geese, he was breathless and could not 
speak immediately. He gasped for a greeting. 


“H-H-Hi H-Harriet!” he said while regaining his breath. “Little One! 
You've really grown. I guess I dozed off for a moment; well, make that a 
few months, and I just woke up and spoke with Rhoda. Wow! I have so 
many questions!” 


Harriet whirled around and hissed. Her long neck extended past 
Bernard toward the cabin. The bear turned to see a human with hose in 
hand, ready to fill the trough. Bernard was very confused. Harriet didn't 
even seem to notice him. And why would a man walk up to a bear without 
the slightest sign of fear? The man walked directly past him to the trough 
while mumbling something to Harriet. 


Bernard decided to check with the goats. Martha, Harriet, Little One 
and the human had not seen him. 


“Hello,” he said quietly to Julie. “I'm Bernard. I was hibernating 
when you goats arrived and...” 


The goats continued grazing, oblivious to Bernard's introduction. 
“What is this? Some kind of joke?” 
Still no response. 


The bear stood erect and stretched his body to its maximum height. 
He took a deep breath and let out a loud roar. He frightened himself with 
the deep growl coming from his diaphragm. The farm animals continued to 
graze as though they heard nothing. 


“T'm here!” he shouted. “Why can't you see me or hear me?” 


Bernard danced around the area. No one saw his efforts. He stopped 
and watched the unexplainable situation. Then, the bear took his last bit of 
energy and ran toward the rocks below the cabin. His roar had turned into 
crying as he fell near the base of the rocks. 


When his weeping slowed to an occasional whimper, Bernard heard 
voices. He peered over a small rock to an opening in the trees. 


A tiny log playhouse stood in the setting, holding two children who 
were fantasizing life in the Old West. The children's eyes met Bernard's 
simultaneously. They smiled. 


“We've been waiting for you,” said the oldest. “You have been 
crying? Are you sad?” 


The bear did not answer. 


The younger of the two children offered a handkerchief to the bear, 
but he ignored the gesture. The two children looked at each other. They 
both sighed, then the older child spoke. 


“Berard, Seng asks that we should stay here with you until he can 
come. They are very busy now, preparing the Delcycer for its final journey. 
Seng and Jinton's people are already gone. They are going to take you 
home, too, Bernard.”, 


The bear said nothing as he watched the children. He didn't even try 
to guess what was happening. The two children continued their fantasy 
with an occasional glance at Bernard. The large bear, who had faced Eracs, 
severe storms and angry forest animals, now felt helpless. 


Finally, the younger of the two children jumped up from where she 
was playing. 


“The book! We forgot to give Bernard the book!” she exclaimed. The 
oldest child ran to the corner of the little log cabin and rummaged through 
a pine toy box. 


“Ah,” he said smiling as he pulled a manuscript from its case. “This 
will help.” The child turned to the bear. 


“Bernard, we forgot to give you this. Maybe it will explain some of 
the questions you have.” The child handed the book to the bear. 


Bernard was hesitant to even recognize the fact that humans were 
communicating with him. But, after a moment of thought, he decided that 
satisfying his curiosity was worth whatever consequences he'd have to pay. 
The bear took the book. 


The cover was simple in design, and the title was self-explanatory. 
Etched in artistic lettering was the name Dominion. Bernard opened the 
virgin cover and began reading: 


Silence everyone! Silence!” insisted Bernard. 


The animals of Dominion Mountain slowly settled into their places. 
Comfort was a concern, as sometimes these meetings continued late into 
the night. A soft mumbling swept through the arena. 


Bernard continued reading until he began to recognize the story. He 
read of Martha's attempts to discourage the humans. He read about 
himself, the gosling, Rat, Seng and Jinton. The fall and winter were now 
words on paper, which stirred emotions he had forgotten. 


About midway through the book, Bernard could not stand it any 
longer. He nervously turned to the last chapter of the book and read: 


Bernard's words echoed in the cave. 
Rat's guitar was gone and there was no 
evidence of guests from the night before. 
The bear scratched his head and lay on 
his winter bed in thought. There, he 
went to sleep, never again to return from 
his slumber. 


Bernard read “never again to return” many times before he put the 
book down. 


I died, he said to himself. I died. Tears again entered his eyes as he 
looked to the children. Standing beside them were Seng and Jinton. Seng 
extended his paw. 


“It's time to go, Bernard,” he said with his magical voice. “We are 
going on our last journey.” 


Bernard's survival instincts were aroused. He had to fight death. 


“No, Seng. No, Jinton. It's not supposed to be like this.” 


“We have talked of death, Bernard. It is spring. It is time for birth. 
You have been reborn, and we are going to your new home-on the 
Delcycer. Come. Let us Menteer to where our craft is waiting.” 


Somehow the comfort of having Seng and Jinton at his side eased 
Bernard's fear and confusion. He smiled at the children. 


Then the bear's eyes refocused on: 


The Delcycer 
Recycled beginnings 
Before me to know, 
An ark 

A vessel 

A ship of wonder. 
It is, 

I know that it is. 
Musical patterns 

In classical rhythm 
While tone and hue 
Create a space. 


Mirrors of image 
Stand before me. 
The craft is a feeling. 


The bear stepped onto the craft, as wings resembling sails rose from 
the sides. He seated himself near Rat and the Erac named Leepeir. Bernard 
viewed the interior of the Delcycer for the second time. His knuckles were 
white as he still clutched the book Dominion. Suddenly Bernard jumped 
from his seat. 


“Wait a minute,” he said, “now I understand. We're all Eracs! Yes! 
We're all Eracs and bears and rats and humans and — Ha! Ha! Seng! Wait 
a minute. Don't take off yet. I forgot something. I'll be right back!” 


Bernard stepped down from the craft. The bear leapt toward a cluster 
of trees with the book in his arms. He neatly placed Dominion between 


two rocks. 


“This is for whomever finds it,” he said. 


